Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on Hbrary shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http : //books . google . com/| 



SUNSET RAYS. 



Printed^ Ballantyne, Hanson Gr Ctf., 
Sdinburgh ^nd London^ 



\ 



SUNSET RAYS; 



OR, 



(Sfbtnlns Vitutsinssi tax a iSSontlb* 



BY 



LADY HOPE. 



" We have bidden to our board to-night 
A Holy Man, a Mesienger of Light, 
The Prophet Teacher, Christ of Nasareth." 

^'TrTMT--"- ^pyal Iniefvinvs. 

/ V 



Wr" 




JAMES NISBET & CO., 21 BERNERS STREET, 

MDCCCLXXXII. 



]l,l . <H - 117, 



f 



PREFACE. 



While writing some of these chapters I watched 
the sunset of a life, altogether beautiful in its 
upright consistency, and the peaceful calm of 
closing hours, that formed a fitting sequel to a 
godly career. In passing over my horizon, I feel 
he has entered the Lord's city. And there 
is Dnghtness indeed ! Sunset clouds are often 
bright ones. His were so. And those who loved 
him will rejoice that parting rays were comforting 
ones. Amidst much suffering there was peace. 
Now, the refractions are ended, and earth's flicker- 
ings are absorbed in the light of Him who is our 
King! 

That some of the Master's words, here given, 
may cheer other hearts, and in cheering strengthen 
to live^ to serve y to shine y is my humble prayer. 

E. R. HOPE. 
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SUNSET RAYS. 



FIRST E VENING. 

SUNSET. 

" Now when the sun was setting, all they that had any sick with 
divers diseases, brought them unto Him ; and He laid His hands 
on BVEKY ONB of them, and healed them." — Luke iv. 40. 

" He comes to me, yes I in the evening, 
The peaceful twilight hour, 
And His words have a thrilling sweetness, 
A strange and tender power." 

The peaceful, blessed, quiet time that comes 
with the sunset hour, has its own charm. But 
over the calm scene there often passes a thrill 
of pain. Regrets overtake us at the close of 
the day. The day began with golden rays and 
' glowing hopes. It is ending with a recollection 
of mistakes, disappointments, grievances. The 
white page has on its surface sad . blots and 
crooked lines that, will not erase themselves. 

A 



2 SUNSET. 

But here we find that there was One, — and 
this eveiiing in a new, living power, there is 
One, who can " lay His hand " upon the " mis- 
take" and overrule it for a great good; upon 
the "disappointment" and make it a birthday 
of new joys; upon the "grievance,^' and turn 
it into a benefit ! Yes, an actual benefit. 
You say, "It is not possible. It would be a 
miracle^ if it were so." And so it is, — a miracle. 
God, our loving Father, — Jesus Christ, our 
gracious Saviour, — the Holy Spirit, our Divine 
Teacher and Comforter, — the Trinity can 
and will work for us, "according to our faith." 
The Lord loves to take the distresses of His 
blundering child, and, by an act no human 
friend can attempt, or, if attempting, succeed 
in, turn the crooked lines into parallels with 
His will ; and His will is love. The " crooked 
shall be made straight, and the rough places 
plsun " (Isaiah xl. 4). 

In the darker ages of Gospel times, when as 
yet the Spirit's light had scarcely shined, we 
find that "crowds " surrounded the Lord at sun- 
set. Nor should we forget that these crowds 
were made up of individuals. Souls and bodies 
were there. Precious ones were pressing round 
Him. Men and women they were, for whom 
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He was then ceaselessly exerting His living 
strength, and for whom He was about to die^ 
though they knew it not. We know He died. 
The facts of that death are a part of our nominal 
belief. We also say that " He is Almighty." 
But do we in our heart of hearts connect these 
two facts ? Do we say — " Jesus, my Jesus who 
DIED for me^ now is present here in Almighty 
JxrweTy to bless me, — to do for me that which I 
need ? " 

After all, this is the only soul-comforting 
knowledge. A heart knowledge it must be, 
and a heart act too. These people " came " to 
the Lord ; and they brought their suffering 
ones with them. A terrible exposure of evils it 
must have been, as well as of disease. So 
much both of sorrow and suffering comes from 
sin. But it all was brought close round the 
Lord. He looked into it j and He took it 
AWAY I Is it possible ? Yes ! " He laid His 
hands on every one of them, and healed 
them." No loathsome sore debarred one miser- 
able creature from the stretching forth of that 
Omnipotent relief. It was given with all the 
directness of a human touch, and with all the 
tenderness* of a heart that still beats in a real, 
individual love>to you and me. If Christ was 
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Almighty then, He is Almighty now; if He 
was HUMAN then, He is human now. There 
has been no diminution of His goodness and 
might since that sunset hour in the East, when 
" every one " was healed. His works of love 
were untiring then; they are ceaseless now. 
Some came and took advantage of them tfunj 
shall we not come and take advantage of them 

NOW? 

These coming ones had "divers diseases." 
We have very diverse complaints. We have 
wants too, wishes, needs, heart-cravings, desires, 
requests for prayer, and causes, oh 1 how many, 
for thanksgiving. Let us hallow the coming 
hour by drawing near to our Lord, and finding 
Him. Anew we may make discovery of His 
gracious affection for us. His love can be 
freshly revealed; and His power may be 
miraculously manifested for us. I find it so 
for myself; and I think each one who has 
found that these visits to Him are not fruitless 
should add their testimony to the cloud of 
praise so honouring to His name. 

What a thrill there must have been in the 
"touch" of His mighty hand. Only the Chris- 
tian, and the Christian in close communion, 
undetstands the inflow of "virtue" (Mark v. 30) 
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from that "touch." What a joy to Him to 
give it ! What a wondrous sensation to those 
who received it ! Oh ! that the sorrowing one 
— the distressed one — the restless one — the 
tempted one — the uneasy one — the unhappy 
one — ^would draw near to Him now, and receive 
tbat wonderful " touch " from Jesus ! many a 
complaint would be silenced, and many a sigh 
hushed upon His breast, and the valley of 
victory would be ** turned into a well," — the 
rain filling the pools. Sorrow cuts very deep 
furrows into the heart it visits. There's many 
a deep wound and many an unhealed wound 
that brings rebuke — ^yes, rebuke 1 — from our 
Lord's own lips. **The whole head is sick, 
and the whole heart faint. From the sole 
of the foot even unto the head there is no 
soundness in it ; but wounds and bruises and 
putrefying sores : ihey have not been closed^ 
neither bound up, neither mollified with ointment^* 
(Isaiah L 4). Where is the blame ? Has such 
been our mistake ? oh ! let us rectify it this 
evening ! 



( 6 ) 



SECOND EVENING. 

ALONE. 

"And when the evening was come. He was there alone."— 

Matthew xiv. 23. 

" Yet not a shadow crosseth me 
Of loneliness or fear ; 
I bless the Omnipresent One, 
I know that God is here." 

— F. R. Havbrgal. 

Alone ! Was Jesus alone ? We saw Him in 
the crowd last night This evening we find 
Him in the secret place, communing with His 
Father. The blessing that so many gained 
from Him had a very close connection — closer 
than we sometimes think !— with the secret 
hours of Divine communion. To the Christian 
solitude means fellowship. We like to be 
" alone." We long to be " alone," not always, 
but at times, that we may drink in our needed 
STRENGTH. Our promised supply of grace 
cannot reach us in a bustle rushing here and 
there, talking much to many, doing this and 
doing that — with however good an intention, 
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iind whether successful or unsuccessful, it only 
brings a vacuum. '^The talk of the lips 
tendeth to penury." There is a time for every- 
thing. A time for work, and a time for rest. 
But one thing is certain — and this we gain 
from our experience, as well as from our Book 
of instructions — the more we are in quiet alone 
with God, the more power and the more actual 
result there is in everything we put our hands 
to. We forget the importance of this too much. 
How can our watch tell its time unless we 
wind it up? And failing this, what is its 
worth? How can the man do his work if by 
dint of labour he fails to take his food ? That 
labour soon dies away. The work counts for 
little, and then it ceases. The wires of the 
well-known telegraph refuse to carry the mes- 
sages intrusted to them, unless the electric 
current be quietly, silently received and trans- 
mitted Indeed, the winding, the food, the 
current are the all-important secrets of these 
outward results. 

Our friends say, "Will you go there?" 
" Will you come here ? " We never hear them 
say, " Will you take an hour or two alone ? " 
and yet without it, we are worthless indeed — 
our friendship is but a misnomer. 
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Now, as the sun ^ts, and those indescribably 
quiet influences settle down over the earth, let 
us remember how Christ dwelt alone with God. 
It was a sacred time. He had, toilworn and 
weary as He was, climbed the mountain " apart 
to pray." It was blessed, it was happy, it was 
holy, it was necessary. Busy worker, or earnest^ 
active mother, take care ! The hour may 
come when God, looking down from the silence 
of His glory, and beholding the fevered pulses 
of your leisureless unquiet life, shall say — " She 
cannot tear herself for one silent hour from 
the multitude of interests that have risen round 
her. Her own heavenly prospects will be marred 
if thus she lives with feverish pulse, and spiri- 
tual receipts daily diminishing. My hand must 
be put forth. My touch must break those 
cords.'* And then comes the wrench — the 
agonising pain — the parting ; perhaps the long 
" apart " of sickness — the sudden cessation of 
work from some enforced cause — the bitter 
trial — the dark blank — the looking on to see 
another worker, fresh and full and earnest, 
filled at the Fountain, called to do our work 
instead, and better than we could do it, just 
because we would not sit still, and know (by a 
daily, deepening, increasing knowledge) that 
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V He is God." We get sharp lessons in this 
page of our Father's teaching. The Holy Spirit 
cannot reach us, except in silence. But, oh ! 
in waitings what a rich reward ! The silent 
hour of receiving is indeed a precious one. As 
to value it can be exchanged for nothing. It 
has no equal. And that it may be enjoyed to 
the full, it should be alone. Having secured 
it in real privacy, we may find its counterpart 
in the quiet walk, the solitary drive. The en- 
joyment, not to say necessity^ of being "apart 
to pray," will follow and find us wherever we 
go, if we will only indulge the Master's will in 
making it our daily choice. That wish of the 
heart is so completely His will, that we may be 
quite certain it will be met; even though it 
may involve a good deal of self-thwarting — i.e. 
the resistance of the " old man " for the refresh- 
ment of the " new** — and even though it may 
find human obstructions at every step, yet 
God will " make " the way " smooth," and we 
shall find that, alone with Him, we become 
" strengthened with might by His Spirit in the 
inner man." 

One more thought of comfort we may per- 
haps gain from this recorded fact, viz., that the 
Saviour spent those darkening hours with His 
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Father. May we not thus discover that the 
Lord's hours of loneliness were spent in drawing 
down life for us? He was the interceding 
Saviour. He gathered gifts for us on that 
mountain-side. "Alone" He received them. 
♦* Alone " He gives them to ovir souls. 



( '^ ) 



THIRD EVENING, 

A BURNING LAMP. 

'* And it came to pass, that when the sun went down, and it wai 
dark, behold a smoking furnace, and a baming lamp that 
went between these pieces. In the same day the Lord made 
a covenant"— GsNBSis xv. 17, 18. 

** I sat, and mused within my darkened home, 
Twice darkened, and within so short a time. 
I call it dark, and yet I hardly know 
Whether It were most dark or luminous." 

— RXV. E. H. BlCKBRSTBTM. 

" The sun ! " Our Lord calls Himself " the 
Sun of Righteousness." "A lamp!" The Word 
of God is spoken of as <* a lamp to our feet, 
and a light to our path." This was a crisis- 
one of many — in Abraham's history. He was 
called " the friend of God/' and this " friend- 
ship " is no sinecure. It is a very deep reality. 
" By terrible things in righteousness wilt Thou 
answer us, O God." There are very dark 
passages in the Christian's path. Those who see 
our smiles, and know our brightness, can little 
know the "Hills of Difficulty " that we climb, the 
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" Valleys of the Shadow '' and " Humilation " 
that we daily pass through, the assaults of 
" Shame," " lU-wilV " Discontent,*' and " De- 
spondency " with which we have to do battle, or 
the pathways of " Danger" and " Destruction " 
that we strive to avoid. Nor have our acquaint- 
ances or friends the least idea, too often, of the 
heights and strength of our " Doubting Castle," 
its battlements, and bulwarks. Yet all these 
and many more of such like besetments mark 
our road to the " Celestial City." Ah, yes ! 
there are the dark days and hours. Who but 
God can tell the soul's encounters ? 

Sometimes the very surrender of the life, 
the abnegation of the will, the whole and 
complete yielding up of the heart to Jesus 
Himself, brings a momentary darkness. There 
is with the offering of the sacrifice a sudden 
extinguishing of our false lights. But let us 
wait, as Abraham waited, in the presence of 
God, and soon we shall find his marvellous 
vision a present reality. Our souls will learn 
to find, by a consecrated habit, that " burning 
lamp" that passes between the sundered 
"pieces." "A broken and contrite heart, O 
God, Thou wilt not despise." The consecrated 
will is a blessed will, far happier than the 
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proud, rebellious thing that struggles wearily, 
but helplessly, against the Blameless One who 
nev^r changes. The " horror of great darkness 
that fell upon Abraham," at this offering of 
the mutilated life called " a sacrifice," was only 
a preface to the "lamp of fire'* (see margin) 
that passed before him. Had it not been for the 
"darkness," the "furnace" and the "lamp" could 
not have been seen. How often is it so with 
us ! in the wounding from God's hands, we find 
a balm we should have otherwise never known. 
In sorrow's darkness we fiw^from Him alight 
that could not have shined in prosperity's glare. 
The one belongs to eternity ; the other to time. 
Which is best? I know that this is a faith 
argument It does not belong iofeeiing. But 
afterwards " our affliction yieldeth its pleasant 
fruits of righteousness." 

Let us never think that because we are in 
the dark, we are forsaken. We are told in 
Isaiah 1. ro, what is the mind of our Lord upon 
this point : " Who is among you that feareth 
the Lord, that oheyeth the voice of His servant, 
that walketh in darkness and hath no light ? Let 

HIM TRUST IN THE NAME OF THE LORD AND 

STAY UPON HIS GoD." And we know that " God 
is light, and in Him is no darkness at all." In 
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"the burning lamp" we find our comfort, — and 
unspeakable comfort it is ! Have you ever 
tried it? Yes, "once," "twice," perhaps, or 
"many times." But have you tried it to-day ? 
this EVENING ? The lamp is the Word of God. 
Oh ! how it meets our heart's needs ! It burns 
with the light of the Spirit. It illuminates the 
blackest, dreariest little comers. Gloom flies 
before its power. The Word of God is not like 
the voice even of an earthly friend — the dearest 
friend. A friend can sympathise. But God 
can GIVE the comfort. Right in amongst the 
bleeding, quivering agony which we would fain 
conceal within our breast, till that poor aching 
heart almost breaks with very pain, this holy, 
healing Presence of the Lord can pass, as in 
Abraham's hour of sacrifice. With its re-creative 
power there shall begin a blessing that like the 
water-circle will widen on and on through life 
and into eternity. So it was here. Abraham's 
blessings — so large that they must indeed 
have been difficult to believe— dated from the 
" horror of darkness " and its subsequent illu^ 
mination by the " lamp of fire." 
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FO UR TH E VENING. 

BLOOD OF SPRINKLING. 

" Your lamb shall be without blemish. . . . And the whole assembly 
of the congregation of Israel shall kill it in the evening. And 
they shall uke of the blood, and strike it on the two side posts 
and on the upper door post of the houses, wherein they shall 
eat it.**— Exodus xii. 5-7. 

"Jesus, Master, whose I am, 

Purchased, Thioe alone to be. 
By Thy blood, O spotless Lamb, 

Shed so willingly for me ; 
Let my heart be all Thine own, 
Let me live to Thee alone." 

Sometimes our soul-twilights, as well as our 
darker glooms, are caused by sin. Sin, or sins, 
as the case may be. Little black threads en- 
twining about the inner life, and marring its 
purity. Dark trellises that have woven them^ 
selves across our window-pane, and shut out its 
light. In this Israelitish provision we find a 
message. It begins with appropriation. " Your 
lamb ! " How personal this is ! And indeed 
in this personal recognition of the command, 
and acceptance of an appointed remedy, lies 
the secret of its value to ourselves. In this 
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night of condemnation there rang out a voice. 
It was clear and distinct. There could be no 
mistaking of its source. The voice came fron\ 
God. He had proclaimed the warning. He 
was sending forth the destruction, and His 
was the decree for salvation. A white lamb 
was to be killed. Its blood must be applied 
externally to the house. Its flesh must be 
internally received. Under these conditions 
there was life. Death to the lamb, but life to 
the partaker. 

Confess with thy mouth, ) . ^ 

T> r • ^u- u _^ r in Romans x. o, 
Believe in thine heart, J ^ 

the Lord says. The blood sprinkled, and 
the flesh eaten, removed the stain of sin, and 
delivered from the fear of death. Nothing can 
be more distinct than this; and its spiritual 
parallel is as literal. Oh, that we might behold 
it anew, this evening ! God's great covienant 
with His people is ratified in blood. The 
blood removed the present danger, and it 
cancelled and delivered froni a four hundred 
years' captivity. Just now, it is the only way 
by which sin's darkness can be removed from 
our hearts — from yours and mine. Condem- 
nation disstppears before it ; and the bondage 
of a conscience fettered tven with almost 
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imperceptible chains — liitle faults — little doubts 
— liitle habits, must yield to the "precious 
blood." St. Paul tells us so, when he speaks 
of " having our hearts sprinkled from an evil 
conscience;" and St John when he tells us 
that "the blood of Jesus Christ His Son 
cleanseth us from all sin." We must remember 
that these are inspired words. And though it 
may seem strange, and though we may find it 
difficult to believe such a decree or such a 
declaration, yet there is truth here, though to 
sight of sense it may be hidden. We do not 
hear that any Israelite acted as too many a 
Gentile does, reiterating his " Why should this 
be ? " " How can that be ? " until the hours of 
mercy have slipped away, and the stroke of 
judgment falls, oh ! how terribly! 

As I desire to take this teaching to myself, 
I would ask my reader to take it. Many an 
unnecessary trial overtakes us, because we do 
not apply the blood in time. We wait, and 
delay, and indulge self^ our true enemy, until 
the rod comes ; and we find that it might have 
been averted, had we only been wiser, and in 
our wisdom yielded early. But sins^ to the 
believer, are indeed secrets of pain. They 
hold in them the germ of sorrow. Often the 

B 
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kingdom they retain in our heart of hearts is 
so sensitive a one, that a human touch upon 
the spot, or even near it, we cannot bear. 
But why should we not draw nigh to God 
to-night, and in close dealing with Him, re- 
ceive an application of the cleansing blood — 
so purifying in its influences ? His hand may 
apply, and we need not flinch ; for it is a 
marred and wounded hand. Jesus does the 
work, and is it not a needed work ? Oh, yes ! 
it cost Him His life ; and shall it not now cost 
us our yielding? This done, we may "feed 
UPON Him in our hearts by faith with 
THANKSGIVING," and who can say us nay ? 

It is not often that an evening meal lias had 
the significance of this passover feast. What 
are its lessons ? 

"Your" appropriation. 

••Whole" important for a//. 

'•Evening" (delay "until the morning" 

( forbidden. 

" Upper door-post " open, unclouded testimony. 

" Two side-posts " no half-cleansing. 

" In the house " where we are. 

" Loins GIRDED " undoubtedly truth. 

"Shoes on your feet" . . preparation of peace. 
"Staff in your hand" . . His Word our support. 

It was an evening of pardon, peace, and 
pilgrimage. 
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FIFTH E VENING. 

OFFERING ACCEPTED. 

"About the time of the evening oblation, ... he informed me,' 
and talked with me, and said ... I am come to show thee."-^ 
Daniel ix. ax, aj. 

" Art thou so weak, child of My love ? 

Then art thou strong : 
For this have I withdrawn Myself 

From thee so long, — 
That thou might'st learn to find thy strength 

Alone in Me, 
And as in sunshine, so in shade 

Serene to be." 

In the first year of his king's reign, Daniel 
anew dedicated himself and his nation to God. 
Confession — ^a complete laying bare of their 
past and present ; — acknowledgment — a 
humble, grateful bringing to mind of God's 
repeated interpositions ; prayer — a fervent 
promise-pleading, before the Lord, in His 
name, and for His sake (ix. 19) — these seem 
to have been the principal elements of Daniel's 
consecration - day. Nor were they in vain. 
"About the time of the evening oblation," 



L 
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the messenger came ; having been " caused 
to fly swiftly" from the presence of Jehovah. 
From God he came. Singling out our tiny 
planet, visiting the one Babylonish city, seek- 
ing out from amidst its vast heathen crowds 
the one man that there lay prostrate before 
God, he brought straight before him a Divine 
message. Daniel — yielding himself, his people, 
and his far-off country, wholly to God — was 
pleading there for pardon, and for renewed 
mercies. 

It was a day well spent. He was a man of 
business. Immense responsibilities must have 
rested upon his shoulders. But for all this, 
Daniel could afford a day with his God. And 
after the day of prayer, what an evening of 
revelation ! The Lord was present there speak- 
ing through His servant (Gabriel) "to make 
him understand." A season of "faintness" 
(viii. 27) was followed by the tenderest reviv- 
ings of love. What cordial can ever be Omni- 
potent to raise up the bowed - down one ? 
"Thou art greatly beloved," Gabriel said. 
How DanieFs weary, solitary heart must have 
been thrilled through and through at these 
very directly personal words ! Was not this 
alone — apart from all its sequel^-a blessed 



OFFERING ACCEPTED. 21 

result of the servant's soul-prostration before his 
Master ? 

Nor did the visitation cease there. The 
expression of love was alone worth all those 
hours of solitude passed in prayer. But there 
was " more to follow," 

Skill and understanding: ver. 22. 

The commandment ^ 

Enlightenment f ' ^' 



An end of sins ..... 
Reconciliation for iniquity •••■.. yer 24 
Everlasting righteousness , . . . " 
The anointing of the Most Holy 
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Thus Daniel spent his evening — in receiving 
these great communications from his Father (and 
our Father), who heard, received, and answered 
beyond all its petitions, his fervent supplica- 
tion. So great a theme we can scarcely put 
into words, but it is well worth our while to 
ponder over the inspired words, and prayer- 
fully to " consider " whether we too may claim 
the benefits that Daniel obtained. 

Some may answer — " That was a different 
dispensation from ours ! " 

True indeed ! Ours is a far more favoured 
dispensation. We have for two thousand four 
hundred years since then, been advancing into 
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the daylight. We are near the meridian now. 
If DanieFs petition was thus accepted, and if 
his supplications were answered so abundantly, 
may we not ask " still greater things " ? and 
have we not the Holy Spirit, the Comforter, 
to "show us the things" of Christ, and to 
minister to our souls of His abundance? Oh, 
yes ! our Teacher is better than Gabriel. It 
is sad that we should so neglect Him. It is 
sad that we should waste His ever-present 
power as we do. At each new crisis of our 
life — or if possible before the crisis comes — and 
at the close of each newly-spent day on earth, 
should we not spend a precious season of more 
confiding heart-communion with Him? Thus 
we might 

"Oftenersay, 
Hear what the Ix>rd hath done for me 1 " 
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SIXTH E VENING. 

MEDITATION. 

■ *' And Isaac went out to meditate in the field at the eventiile." — 

Genesis xxtv. 63. 

" Be the day weary, or be the day lon|^, 
At length it ringeth to evensong." 

— The MoMtet^s Home Call. 

We all want "good things." If we may take a 
favourite classification of James i. 17, and thus 
glean a thought for our evening hour, we shall 
see that two classes of " gifts " are spoken of as 
bestowed and promised. This thought, even if 
fanciful here, is easily gleianed from the rest of 
Scripture. "Good gifts" — temporal blessings ; 
and " perfect gifts " — spiritual benefits. 

All these — both these — " come down from 
the Father of lights, with whom there is no 
variableness, neither shadow of turning." In 
Matthew vii. 1 1, we read of our Father's willing- 
ness to bestow "good things" upon "them that 
ask Him ;" while again we read in Psalm Ixxxiv. 
1 1, " no good thing will He withhold from them 
that ask Him." 
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How is it, then, that through the world, 
through this Christian country, there rings a 
ceaseless complaint, to which every voice at 
times adds its note? People are always, 
always wanting — never, never satisfied. Always 
desiring, always disappointed. Always wishing, 
often gaining, and then, haw often bitterly 
regretting! There is so much of this. We 
find it, alas 1 both amongst saints and sinners. 
If we could find a reason for it, we might do 
well Perhaps there is a reason. Is it this ? — 
Not enough waiting upon God alone. If 
we would recognise a little more distinctly that 
the " gifts " we desire — M the gifts — the ^^good 
gifts," and the "perfect gifts," alike come 
^^ down** from above, not up from the earth 
— we should spend more time in looking to the 
" Father of lights." For He is the source 
of all these ** good things." 

Isaac, the great and rich man, who dwelt in 
Canaan, spent his evening hour in meditation — 
or " prayer," as the margin tells us. He " went 
out into the field to meditate," or "pray." 
How few there are now who have courage to 
set apart a share of their day for this blessed 
intercourse with God ! " What waste of time ! " 
says one. " How dull ! " says another. But 
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just compare the present occupation of each 
of these evening hours with this hour of holy 
meditation, and surely we shall see that the 
relative value of the last is by far the greatest. 
Abraham's servant had travelled a very long 
journey on very important business. That 
journey was " begun, continued, and ended " in 
prayer, and already it had proved successful. 
Eleazer had won Rebekah. His efforts had 
been sealed with blessing. And now Isaac 
had entered the field to meditate. In those 
days there were no posts, or railways, or tele- 
graphs. The sole dependence of each one of 
these men was upon God ; was that dependence 
in vain ? With all their earnestness about this 
marriage they could not have succeeded so per- 
fectly, had there not been the prayer and the 
meditation. Thus God guided them, and thus 
He crowned their desires with fulfilment. 
Isaac's hour in the field was not a wasted one. 
It was hallowed by the sacredness of a Divine 
presence. And while He waited there, the 
"gift" came. He "lifted up his eyes" and 
beheld Rebekah. 

But if Isaac be a type of the Christian, he is 
also a type of our Christ. Waiting for his bride, 
he communed with his Father. And then — 
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"He lifted up his eyes," 
"She lifted up her eyes." 

They met each other face to face. The sound 
of his name and character, the greatness of his 
weahh, the love of his heart, had all reached 
her in her distant land, when she "was yet a 
great way off;" and the sound of his praise 
with the sparkling tokens of his love had drawn 
her to his side, with the firm declaration, that 
even her friends could not hinder — " I will 
GO." All barriers had been removed, and 
" Isaac was comforted." 
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SEVENTH EVENING. 

THE lord's look. 

*' And Jesus entered into Jerusalem, and into the temple ; and 
when He had looked round about upon all things, and now 
the eventide was come, He went out unto Bethany with the 
twelve." — Markxi. zx. 

" Let Him write what He will upon our hearts 
With His unerring pen. They are His own. 

Let Him write I 

Be sure He will not cross out one sweet word 
But to inscribe a sweeter. . . . 
The tearful eye at first may read the line 
* Bondage to grief! ' but He shall wipe away 
The tears, and clear the vision." . . . 

We have often read of the Lord's visit to 
the temple. That special visit, when He did 
not only teach, as was His wont, but purified, 
by casting out the wares that were holding an 
undue place within it. It is interesting to see, 
in the context above quoted, that the Lord had 
CONSIDERED before doing this work. Each 
evangelist mentions the story ; but only St. 
Mark tells us. that on the previous day He had 
visited the temple, and "looked round 



28 THE lord's look. 

ABOUT UPON ALL THINGS." Then *' when even- 
tide was come, He went out unto Bethany with 
the twelve." "On the morrow," the Lord 
returned to Jerusalem and to the temple, and 
" began to cast out them that sold and bought 
in the temple, and overthrew the tables of the 
money-changers, and the seats of them that 
sold doves ; and would not suffer that any man 
should carry any vessel through the temple : 
and He taught, saying unto them. Is it not 
written, My house shall be called of all nations 
the house of prayer, but ye have made it a den 
of thieves ? " 

From the account we have in St. Luke's 
gospel, it would appear that when the Lord and 
His disciples drew " near. He beheld the city, 
and wept over it," saying, "If thou hadst 
known .... the things which belong to thy 
peace." The Lord looked upon all the outer 
beauty of Jerusalem, and wept, because at its 
heart lay a hidden canker. In the centre, 
where there should have been a holy place, 
there was, unchecked, evil. There may have 
been two reasons why the Lord disapproved of 
that which He found within the temple. In 
the first place, a variety of trades which might 
have been allowable and useful in the outer 
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market-place, were here intrusive, and therefore 
sinful. There should have been no busy stir 
in this dedicated spot. In the second place, 
the Lord may have perceived an unjust or 
dishonest method of gaining money in some 
or all of the traders. One sin very often leads 
to another. Here the whole atmosphere seems 
to have been polluted with sin ; and it was 
met by the Lord's burning rebukes, and His 
cleansing scourge. 

Our hearts are called "the temples of the 
Lord." Within them there should be a centre 
of rest. No earthly shadow should fall there. 
We want that inner sanctuary pervaded by the 
Ix)rd's own presence, and by His presence 
alone. If once its sacredness be violated, 
other sins will follow and take a firmer hold 
of us than we should have conceived possible. 
Many a ** scourge" thus falls upon us which 
we migJit have been spared, had we not 
admitted our earthly delights, friends, cares, 
joys, into that part of our being which should 
have belonged to Him alone. Let us take 
care that it be not so with our " money-tables " 
— be they full or empty ; our " doves " — seats 
of worldly sale for sacred things — ^a phase of 
religion that has its worldly ends, or a luke- 
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warm mixture of service rendered co-equally 
(as we think) to God and Mammon ; even the 
"carrying" of "vessels" through that which 
should be the Lord's sacred, settled, hallowed 
abode, — even this^ which seems so "neces- 
sary," we say, and "so allowable," is in His 
pure eyes reckoned an offence; and one day, 
sooner or later, we shall suffer the "scourge." 
If we are indeed His, and if the sacrificial 
blood has been applied to our souls, the 
" scourge " will be correction \ if we are not 
His, it must be judgment. The Lord first 
looked round about upon all "these things," 
and then he returned to "cast them out." 
But this was only a warning. Soon after, the 
"veil of the temple was rent," exposing it to 
the outer world ; and this only preceded shortly 
its final overthrow. A spiritual temple was 
about to be erected ! We are His temple, if 
we have been pardoned through the blood. 
Oh ! let us submit to the cleansing, sanctifying, 
purifying, by His mighty Spirit ! 
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EIGHTH E VENING. 

HE WENT OUT. 

"Now when the eventide was come, He went out." "And whea 
even was comei He went out of the city." — Mark xi. xx, X9. 

"Thou sayest, Follow Me. Be this our great concern. 

And, oh ! how blessed thus to mark each hour 
The footsteps of our Saviour, and to know 

That in them we are treading, — then each flower 
Of ho];>e seems fairer, and each joy doth yet more brightly glow." 

In our last evening's text we learned that the 
Lord, after " looking round about " upon His 
people's sin, took one night for quiet thought, 
and then returned to rebuke and chastise the 
sin He had discovered. From this may we 
not learn a lesson — the lesson of considera- 
tion? Why did the Lord go out from the 
busy, tumultuous city ? Why did He leave the 
scene of His work ? The Lord performed all 
His great mission on earth in the same spirit. 
All was calm, where He was found. There 
were no hurried words, no impatient actings, 
no sudden decisions, no whirlwinds of passion, 
no impetuous complaints. All was still with 
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Himself would not act till He had paused and 
prayed, are we safe in acting even in little 
things without that pause, and without that 
prayer ? This " considering " is a command. 

" Consider your ways and be wise." — Hag. i. 5. 

•* My people doth not consider." — Isa. i. 3. 

"Thou oonsiderest not the beam that is in thine own 

eye." — Matt. vii. 3. 
'* Consider thyself lest thou also be tempted."— Gal. vl i. 
" Consider one another." — Heb. x. 24. 
*• Consider Him,"— Heb. xii. 3. 
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NINTH E VENING. 

PILLOWS BECOME PILLARS. 

"And Jacob lighted upon a certain places and tarried there all 
night bacaase the sun was set ; and he took of the stones of 
that place, and put them for his pillows, and lay down in that 
place to sleep. . . . And Jacob took the stone that he had put 
for his PILLOWS, and set it for a pillar, and poured oil upon 
the top d'it." — Genesis xxviiL iz, x8. 

"As He entered, surely of design 
He left the beautiful gates of pearl unlatched ; 
And through the slender, narrowing crevices 
Such glints of heaven-light (there they have no sun. 
Or I had called it sunlight) found their way. 
And struggling fell upon our desolate home ; 
It was not wholly dark — part dark, part light. " 

—Rev. £. H. Bickbrstbth. 

When Jacob left his home, for fear of his 
brother Esau, he could hardly be called either 
a very happy or a very holy man. Isaac and 
Esau had been the victims of deceit ; and in 
this deceit both Rebekah and Jacob had 
taken part. Under the twofold burden of sin 
and separation, with very uncertain prospects 
stretching before him, Jacob lay down by the 
roadside. He was fairly on his journey. His 
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earthly home had faded away in the distance. 
And now that the sun was setting, he must not 
advance farther So, placing stones for his 
pillows, he laid him down to rest. Then it was 
that that most wonderful vision began. A 
ladder reaching from earth to heaven — or 
rather from heaven to earthy for it came from 
above — was suddenly in his sight. Angels of 
God ascended and descended. In that dark 
night there was an intercourse begun between 
the Lord and His child that to this day has 
never ended. 

"Behold! the Lord stood above" the ladder; 
and He spoke, giving promise after promise, 
with reminders of His past faithfulness. Past, 
present, and future were each taken up in turn 
and blessed. Jacob, the erring one, was made 
a sharer in all this blessing. It was indeed a 
wonderful night ! and when the morning 
dawned, Jacob awoke in the very presence of 
the Lord. In his solemn wonder he called this 
roadside spot " none other than tKe house of 
God, and the gate of heaven." 

Then the stone upon which he had rested 
was placed upright as a monument The 
promises received, Jacob believed; and in 
token of his faith he turned the pillow of his 
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enlightened night into a pillar. It was a 
memorial — aBethel— the very "gate of heaven." 
And so it is now. The promises are our gate- 
ways to all blessings. They are our doors into 
heaven. When we believe, we claim them, 
and thus we find ourselves in the presence of the 
Lord, and His presence is the believer's best 
dwelling-place. It is the "house of God." It 
might be well if we would thus follow Jacob's 
example, and letting the light come into our 
darkness, yield to the holy promise. When we 
claim the promise in faith, we know it is ours 
(because God has said so), then how blessed 
to turn that once dark spot into a Bethel ! It 
is very comforting to the believer to look back 
to the bright seasons of help in trouble that he 
has experienced. These memorials cheer him 
on his journey, and they remind him to expect 
still greater things. Thus his very future be- 
comes illuminated from his past and present. 
God's word is true to his heart. But not only 
so. He has proved it. He has experienced these 
great realities ; and anew, in each fresh crisis 
of his life, he " sets to his seal that God is 
true." 

Is there any " pillow " — a strong rock, a 
promise on which we have rested — that we can 
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raise to-day as a " pillar " for the encouragement 
of our soul in its further progress ? 

Much of David's comfort was based on such 
" pillars." " I love the Lord, because He haih 
heard my voice and my supplications *' (Psalm 
cxvi. i). "What shall I render to the Lord 
for all His benefits towards me? I will take 
the cup of salvation, and call upon the name 
of the Lord " (Psalm cxvi. 14). " The Lord 
hath been mindful of us ; He «//// bless us " 
(Psalm cxv. la). These are very safe comforts. 
While we must not depend wholly on our 
experience f8r comfort, and this for many 
palpable reasons, we may certainly look back 
upon its waymarks with renewed hope for the 
future. 
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TENTH EVENING. 

LIGHT AT EVENTIDE. 

" It shall come W pass, that at evening time it shall be light."— 

Zechariah xiv. 7. 

" Distrust thyself, and trust alone 
In Him f«>r all— for ever 1 
And joyously thy heart shall own ' 
That Jesus faileth never." 

So here we find a result — a bright result of 
our evening silences, prayers, meditations, 
and considerations. Outward light is a very 
precious thing to the outward life; and to 
the inner life an inner light is doubly precious. 
Not that the inner light can emanate from inner 
sources. Oh, no ! this form of light is darkness 
indeed. But the light shining out from the 
cross and garden of the crucified Christ, and 
from the resurrection and ascension of the 
Living Christ, historicailyy and more clearly 
still from Himself, His person, His presence, 
as He (the source of light — " The light ") shines 
in, upon, and through His Word^ into our souls 
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— this is true illumination. Every darkened 
heart craves something. This is the need that 
is so unconsciously pressing. And all hearts 
need the shining. The believer's heart — that 
is, the heart that has tremblingly caught a ray — 
now craves another. The heart that has lived 
in almost a meridian share of sunlight, still 
asks, " More light, O Lord, more light 1 " The 
troubled heart too — the heart that has found 
itself beneath a cloud, its sun all cloaked in grey 
chills that speak of light — may take this gentle 
promise, so sure, so unchangeable, ** At evening 
time it shall be light." 

The promise here is certainly prophetic, and 
doubly so. In the first place, it tells us of a 
coming Christ, when the " Lord shall be king 
over all the earth ; " and in this connection we 
find much teaching from our verse. But, in 
the second place, it is remarkable that these 
words should have been uttered at the exact 
close of the Old Testament. At earth's 
"evening time," Jesus came. Darker and 
darker the earth was getting. Its darkness was 
sin — the sin of four thousand years. Then 
came the Light. " And the Light was the Life 
of men." But few believed upon Him. Only 
some received and followed Him. Then the 
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Holy Spirit came. His office was not to 
supersede " The Light," but to reveal Him. 
He Aas revealed Jesus to many hearts, and 
He a//7/.reveal Him to many more. 

Even to us this revelation may come anew to- 
night ! Oh ! that our hearts may be opened to 
receive, and while receiving to percQive ! The 
consolations that are in Christ for us may be 
sought out and found this evening. They are 
there. They are in Him. Why are they not 
for us — ^just runa — for you and me, my reader ? 
Oh, yes ! surely faith — the very feeblest — 
answers, " Yes, Lord 1 the brightness is for 
me. Let me receive ! I wait for it." And 
in His Word comes the response, "At even- 
ing time it shall be light." 

This is very comforting, is it not ? It is no 
conditional promise. We may rely upon it, 
and quietly — however dark our previous, or 
present^ twilight gloom may be — wait " before the 
Lord " until we obtain it. Sometimes through 
having admitted into the sacred little window of 
our heart rays of human light, we gradually find 
our clear outlines of truth obliterated. All the 
<listinctnesses of our belief disappear into a 
haze, and this haze thickens into shadow, 
and the shadow terminates in night. Then the 
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poor soul is in anguish indeed. It passes 
through dark valleys, and stumbles over dark 
precipices. Sometimes it is brought back 
again ; but how often the sore darkness leaves 
behind it some dark traces that are crippling 
and troubling to the end of life ? Whether we 
take the "evening" of this text literally, 
mentally, or spiritually, we have a promise for 
it. If we are wise, we shall secure its sweet 
reality, and possess it in our own lives. 
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RLE VENTH E VENING. 

REMEMBRANCES. 

*' Remember now thy Creator." — Ecclesiastes xii. i. 
" Remember the days of darkness." — Ecclesiastes xi. 8. 

" Oh ! let me know 
The power of thy resurrection ; 

Oh ! let me show 
Thy risen life in clear and calm reflections ; 

Oh 1 let me soar 
Where Thou, ray Saviour Christ, art gone before ; 

In mind and heart, 
Let me dwell always, only, where Thou art." 

— F. R. Havergal. 

In this last chapter of the Book of Eccle- 
siastes, we find a touching call to us this 
evening. We are advised to " remember " — to 
remember a present Creator and coming dark- 
ness. If we link these two remembrances 
together we find ourselves drawn into a retro- 
,spection, which, under our Master's influences, 
may be much blessed to our own souls and to 
the souls of those around us. 

How have we spent our day? It was lent 
to us for "the Master's use;" and how has 
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it been expended? What have we carried in 
our vessels ? Living water ? or — let conscience 
fill up the blank. Have we lifted up the 
straightforward duties that lay to our hands, 
and sought out the little corner duties that, 
though equally important, were somewhat less 
apparent. Less "apparent" perhaps to our 
eyes, less " apparent " to the eyes of our neigh- 
bours, but very "apparent** to the eyes of 
"Him with whom we have to do." Our 
Creator is also our Light, Duties done bring 
the smile of His favour upon our inner life, 
and upon our outer life too, making our very 
"borders, pleasant stones;" but the »;idone 
duties, the neglected occupations, the unswept 
corners, these bring too often after a time that 
turning away of His face which often, alas ! 
becomes the Christian's bitterest grief, sadden- 
ing all his lot. 

Therefore we are told to "recollect," to 
"remember." And in doing so we place our- 
selves in the very pathway of His favour. A 
lady once said to me, " It is a very good thing 
to take a few minutes frequently in the day for 
RE-collection,^^ Our forces need to be gathered 
round their Centre. In Him they find their 
strength. The truant thoughts, the stray words. 
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the relaxed powers, need to be recalled, their 
idleness re-employed, their weakness reinforced. 
All this in Christ, and in Him alone. It is to 
this remembering that our text seems to point 
us. And not only for our present benefit, but 
as a precautionary measure — a measure to be 
taken against the " evil days " that " draw nigh," 
the " dark days " that are coming. " Forewarn- 
ed, fore-armed," we say. And certainly in this 
habitual remembering lies much of our safety. 

If we are always " remembering," we cannot 
be always "forgetting." Is not this a common 
moan amongst us — " I am always forgetting " ? 
But it need not be so. When we receive the 
new nature, we receive as part of it the new 
memory. At first this divine memory may be 
feeble, like the rest of our heavenly life, in its 
infantine state; but it may be strengthened, 
it can grow, and increase in power. It is rather 
interesting to trace through Scripture the com- 
mands, promises, and counsels on this subject. 
We are told to " remember " some things, and 
we are told to "forget" others. "Remember 
the sabbath-day to keep it holy," " Remember 
the words of the Lord," "Remember them 
that have rule over you," "Remember the 
poor/' "Remember Lot's wife" (the looker- 
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back), and many other such precepts. We 
have the other side of the question too. 
** Forgetting those things that are behind." 
** Forget also thine own people, and thy father's 
house " (leaving behind the hindrances to our 
heavenward walk). The names of "Baalim 
(false gods) shall be no more remembered." 
" The former 'troubles are forgotten." It is 
interesting to see the Lord's mind on this most 
blessed subject. 
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TWELFTH EVENING. 

WITHHOLD NOT ! 

" In the e«*enmg withhold not thine hand."— Ecclksiastes xi. 6. 

*' < Withhold not thine hand ! ' 
My Lord, hast Thou said it r 
Withhold not at sunrisei 
Withhold not at night. 

" Then, Lord t see my hand ! 
'Tis trembling and weak. 
Too empty to scatter. 
Too feeble to make. 

" A whisper comes o'er me 
Of words I once heard, 
* O Master austere ! ' 

Lord to be feared I 

" O Father, forgive I 

1 hearken, I look, 

I wait for Thy word, 
I search in Thy Book. 

*' The answer has come I 
I praise Thee, my King : 
' The fulness is Mine ; 
Thy strength is My wing. 

•' ' Thy hand may be empty. 
My storehouse is full ; 
Thy fingers, though feeble. 
Shall " prosper," •* prevail." ' " 

Ah^ yes! this is the secret, doubtless. "Our 
hand may be empty, but His storehouse 
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is full." Then shall His supplies be wasted? 
or shall another hand draw them forth ? While 
our arm hangs down, and our hand lies closed, 
shall we cause our Master's face to turn away, 
saying to another servant, " Draw out now " 
from the " wells of salvation," and satisfy these 
thirsty souls ? Shall we look only at our weak- 
ness, and not at his strength! our emptiness, 
and not our Lord's resource? Or shall we 
rather yield a receiving heart to this indication 
of His will? and because the precept k a 
tender one, give all the more heed to it ? 

This verse with its context proves that God 
has His distinct will on this point. " In the 
EVENING withhold not thine hand." We may 
take it as either the " evening " of the day, or 
the " evening " of life, or even as both. One 
thing is certain : the Lord recognises as useful 
hours the very ones that we are accustomed to 
look upon as seasons of relaxation, rest, and, 
too often, idleness. Great rest may be found 
in the variations of labour. One form of work 
gives rest from another. But our life need not 
be idle. Our evenings need not be idle. We 
talk of recreation; and we say it is needful. 
Quite true 1 but if we are the Lord's children, 
let our failing powers be REcreated in His way, 
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not in Satan's way. This makes all the differ- 
ence. Let our relaxation, our recreation, our 
rest, our leisure, be consecrated as fully as our 
hours of actual business, or of active employ- 
ment. 

This verse might even point to some definite 
forms of evening work. After sunset shall we^ 
too, say — in the words of the faithful slave — 
" I will not go out free. I love my Master ! " 
and then shall we say to that Master, *' Lord 1 
this evening, what wilt Thou have me to do ? "^ 
The answer will certainly come, if we ask our 
question whole-heartedly. And with the answer 
will come a delight, an enjoyment of our even- 
ings, such as we never had before. 
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THIRTEENTH EVENING. 

RETROSPECT. 

" Wherefore hath the Lord smitten us to-day before the Philis- 
tines ? "—1 Sam. iv. 3. 

" Wherefore, Lord ! this darkness? 
This cloud upon my soul? 
This morning, oh 1 so joyous ; 
To-night, so sad, so lone ! 

" To-night the harp strings quiver, 
' Alas I they give no strain 

Of joy. or peace, or fervour. 
No notes of praise ! — all gloom ! " 

There may be a reason. Has there been a 
defeat? And is there pain? Then, why? 
Joshua asked this question upon his face, 
before the Lord. If our song has turned into 
a cry, or our sunlight has passed into night, 
there may be a reason. Nay ! there must be a 
reason for the clouds. What can it be ? We 
looked forward to spending our day with a 
friend The day is over, and we own a feeling 
of sadness. It may be that in the intercourse 
itself there lay a disappointment. How often 
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this is the -case! We have been "smitten." 
There has been either too much sympathy^ or 
a want of sympathy. We have been led into 
talking too much of ourselves, or too much of 
others; or we have been thrown back upon 
our own hearts, and we feel the chill blight of 
se/fupon us in consequence. 

We had planned some busy, useful work ; 
but it has proved unsatisfactory, and we are 
obliged to own ourselves "smitten," Instead 
of victory we recognise defeat. There was not 
enough of Christ in the work. That is the 
secret. We were not like the centurion — "a 
man und^r authority, having soldiers undir 
mg" ' We have not been sufficiently "und^r'* 
the Lord, and ^^over'^ our difficulties. "Thou 
hast subdued my people under me," David 
said. " Oh ! that my people had hearkened 
unto me ... I should soon have subdued 
their enemies," the Lord says (Psalm Ixxxi. 

Practically, let us consider this day that we 
are now closing. How have we spent it? 
Have we wasted it? Have we neglected the 
welfare of any of the souls under our roof? 
Have we ^^ considered one another, to provoke 
unto love and to good works " ? Has it h 



52 RETROSPECT. 

a day full of pleasure, or even of occupations 
of our own choosing, instead of a day of "^Z- 
Icwing Him"? Has the question, "Lord, 
what wilt Thou have me to do?" been our 
guiding motto to-day? Have we spoken 
censoriously? Have we been thoughtless, 
neglectful, unkind in our thoughtlessness to 
those nearest to us, while perhaps we have 
sought far and wide for our opportunities of 
usefulness? Or, on the other hand, have we 
been so occupied with home interests that we 
have forgotten our neighbours' needs? "She 
is so busy outside, that she never thinks of 
us, or cares for us ! " Might that be the 
language of our servants, our children, our 
guests? If so, it is wrong, all wrong. We 
have not glorified Christ, however much we 
may have run about to seek out this duty, and 
that duty, at a distance. 

Or— "She is so happy and so busy in her 
home, and with her guests, that she has no 
time to think of me. My needs are so small 
and unimportant in her eyes, that she never 
cares." Is this the truthful language of our 
poor neighbours, or our immediate dependants? 

Some of us may answer — It is quite impos- 
sible to do everything. Some excel in one 
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virtue, and some in another. Yes ! but our 
Lord did each day's duties beneath His Father's 
blessing ; and He offers — " the same yesterday, 
to-day, and for ever " — to dwell in us now, and 
to do in us, what He did for us. In Proverbs 
xxxL we have a detailed account of one who, 
leaving no duty neglected, but in her earnest, 
thoughtful love, blended with a divine wisdom, 
truly carries out her Lord's wishes in her daily 
life. 
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FOURTEENTH DA K 

OUR KEEPER. 

" He that keepeth thee will not slumber." — Ps. cxxi. 3. 

" Thou wilt not sleep, my Lord, nor slumber. 
My very thoughts Thy care shall keep. 
For I am Thine, and Thou art mine ; 
Uphold me by Thy power Divine ! " 

When" the people of Israel besought and 
intreated the interposition of Baal, their false 
god, no answer came. Then they cut them- 
selves, they sacrificed, they leaped upon the 
altar, they called from morning until noon ; 
but it was without avail. Then Elijah the 
prophet took up the tone of irony, and he said 
of the silent god, " Perad venture he sleepeth, 
and must be awaked." 

Ah ! no such whisper, even from the darkest 
sources, has ever reached the believer's ear. 
There is no " peradventure " about our God ! 
" He that keepeth Israel shall neither slumber 
nor sleep." " A very present help in the time 
of trouble," we read in the 46th Psalm. When 
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the Lord Jesus Christ was praying upon the 
mountain, He saw His disciples in the ship 
" tossed with waves," for the wind was contrary, 
"and He came unto them, walking on the 
sea." Not the midnight, not even the ocean 
waves, could keep the Lord apart from His 
loved ones. He must needs come to teach 
faith, to deliver His children, and to create a 
calm. This same " must needs" which brought 
the Lord to the woman of Samaria at the well, 
and which accomplished for us so many 
wonderful works upon this earth, is ours now. 
We may claim His wakeful, watchful, loving 
Presence ; and we shall find our Jehovah true 
to His Word. 

Once, in the little ship, we read that Jesus 
" was asleep upon a pillow ; " but oh ! how 
soon the cry of need brought forth His power, 
in a new manifestation of Himself. 

They said, "Master, carest Thou not that 
we perish ? " 

He said to the wind, " Peace, be still," — to 
them^ " Why are ye so fearful ? " 

They said, " What manner of man is this, 
that even the wind and the sea obey Him ! " 

This, too, will be our cry — this last cry of 
adoration — if we, like these fearful ones, call 
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our Master to our aid. Jesus evidently had not 
control of the ship here. He was not wanted* 
He was " asleep in the hinder part of the ship." 
The disciples were so clever. They were 
managing everything . for themselves. Then 
came their peril This is the source of danger 
still; and the only source oi it. Otherwise 
"all is well." If we can manage "the ship" 
ourselves, we leave the Lord out of sight. 
Then our vessel trembles, rocks, quivers with 
the Satanic surges raised against it ; and well 
is it, if in our alarm we remember the forgotten 
One I His presence stills the sea. Beside Him 
there is " a great calm." 

When Elisha's servant feared the hosts that 
were surrounding Samaria's gates, his master 
prayed. Then the servant's eyes were opened, 
and he discovered the " strong consolation " 
that " they that be with us are more than they 
that be with " our enemies. 

It is a great thing to have our eyes opened to 
behold Him " in whom we live, and move, and 
have our being." And it is a grand thing to 
live as those that are "manifest in His sight," 
remembering that "a// things are naked and 
opened unto the eyes of Him with whom we 
have to do" (Heb. iv. 13). His ceaseless 
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" openness " to us, calls for our " ceaseless 
openness'' to Him, and it is to this unhin- 
dered union, and this abiding communion, 
without let or barrier, that the believer 
owes anything he has experienced, of cloudless 
joy, or "peace that passeth understanding." 
It is here also — unhindered fulness from Him- 
self — ^that we must look for anjrthing like real 
success in our branches of work that He has put 
before us. His supplies must be our riches. 
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FIFTEENTH EVENING. 

A CLEANSING TIME. 

" And when the sun is down, he shall be clean ; and afterwards he 
shall eat of the holy things, because it is his food." — Lbv 
xxii. 7. 

*' Man, in his weakness, needs a stronger stay 
Than felIow*men, the holiest and the best ; 
And yet we turn to them from day to day, 
As if in them our spirits could find rest. 

Gently untwine our childish hands that cling 
To such inadequate supports as these ; 
And shelter us beneath Thy heavenly wing, 
Till we have learned to walk alone with ease.'* 

"Now ye are clean through the word that I 
have spoken unto* you" (John xv. 3). Thus 
Jesus spoke. If the whole body be purified, 
there is no need " save to wash the feet" If 
the whole life has been purged, and pardoned 
in *'the fountain opened for sin and all 
uncleanness," then we need only the daily 
purifying that is promised us through the 
precious blood of Christ and the perfect Word 
of God. 

The evening was the appointed time for 
" cleansing," in the Israelitish days. If a 
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man's garments had been defiled by contact 
with any "creeping thing," he must not sit 
down in his house, content to spend his leisure 
beneath such influences. It was forbidden. 
He must " change his garments," and " bathe 
his flesh." Then he was pure. 

" Let not the sun go down upon your wrath." 
We must not carry the da/s anger into the 
evening's rest Wherefore putting away "all 
anger, wrath, malice," and many other sins, let 
us take our place before the Lord this evening, 
as the changed one did, "clothed, and in 
His right mind." 

The Blood. 
The Spirit. 
The Word 

These are God's sanctifying agencies. If our 
soul be absolutely yielded to their holy power, 
we too are " clean." 

And then we " eat abundantly " of the Holy 
things. What are these "holy things" that 
become our " food " ? 

Jesus — the " Bread of Life." 

His Love — " better than wine." 

The Word — "sincere milk," "manna" "honey." 

Holy Spirit — " crystal stream," " living water." 
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These are some of the many " Holy things " 
upon which the " cleansed " one may " feed/' 
And these three are very comprehensive. They 
each mean great realities. They mean the 
soul's necessities. They are the nourishment 
for our new life. Without them we grow 
feeble, poor, half-starved. The Lord is dis- 
honoured. We are distressed. 

But what a beautiful picture our verse gives 
us of the soul at rest after the toil of a day ! 
Impurities forgiven and removed, "a table 
spread in the presence of our enemies," and on 
that " table " holy ** food." Thus the prodigal 
returned, poverty-stricken, defiled, his name 
blighted, his conscience bmrdened, his money 
gone, his clothes wasted, his life spoiled ; but he 
reiumedy — and mark that word, for in it lay all 
the secret of his after blessings, — and then the 
newness of life began. First, the robe, and 
then the ring; shoes on his feet, and plenty 
on his father's table. Yes ! his days of want 
had ended. At sunset he was clean, and 
there was rest. 

We often hear the saying, Troubles never 
come alone. It is certain that God's best 
gifts never come alone. If <me gift comes, it 
is a sure foretaste of another. " To him that 
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hath, shall more be given." If we have the 
BEST — the " Unspeakable gift ! " even Christ 
Jesus, the Father's well-beloved Son, as our 
own beloved Saviour, then we are distinctly 
sure of our claim on the abundant sequel of 
minor gifts. "He that spared not His own 
Son, but delivered Him up for us all, how shall 
He not with Him also freely give us all 
things?" This evening, after the defilement 
consequent on our day's contact with work, 
pleasure, the world, humanity, let us "wash 
and be clean," and then partake anew of the 
heavenly dainties He has provided for us. 
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SIXTEENTH E VENING. 

sow THY SEED. 

" In the morning sow thy seed, and in the evening withhold not 
thy hand.*'-— EcCLES. xi. 6. 

" Lord I it is Thine I Thou hast scattered the grain. 
Thy life is within. Oh ! send down Thy xain I 
Let sunshine and shade, let harrow and plough 
Each work Thine own ends ! Oh I visit me now I 
And as the seed prospers, and passes to blade, 
And then to bright blossom, and then into seed, 
Oh ! shake each slight stem with the breath of Thy wind ! 
That seedlets may dropi and colours may blend. 
Thus Thou shalt be honoured, and Thy blessed name 
Shall waft its sweet fragrance through many a realm." 

" In labours more abundant." Thus the 
Apostle speaks. Solomon says, " To everything 
there is a season ; and a time to every purpose 
under the heaven." We may therefore very 
truly say, there is a time to work, and a time to 
rest. Drawing this assertion into detail, it is 
a very common opinion that the day is the time 
for work, and the evening is the time for rest. 
This may, or may not be so. In many cases, 
no doubt, it is so. £ut the Christian's rules are 
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different from other people's rules. They are 
"a peculiar people," and this in more senses 
than one. 

One sense in which the accepted servant of 
Christ stands out in a separate light from the 
rest of the world, is the manner in which he 
regards the subject of work. He is so com- 
pletely a captive to the freedom of love, that 
he is never free from its absorbing demands. 
These demands he scarcely looks upon in the 
light of duty, so much as of delight. But, 
strange to say, there is not one hour of the day 
he can call his own ! Every hour is his Lord's. 
He can never^ no never ! look round, and say, 
" Now ! my time is my own ! " — for, " Ye are 
NOT your own, ye are bought with a price ! " 
To the unseparated one, this may sound like 
slavery ; to the Christian it sounds like heaven. 

Oh ! how sweet it is, when our evenings 
become our Lord's, as well as our days ! The 
blessed rest that we find on His bosom ! And 
joy that it is to look up in His face, and ask — 
Lord ! I love Thee ! How shall I spend my 
evening for Thee? Then He may answer, 
" Spend it in your sick-room, talking with Me^ 
and learning deep lessons that I only can 
teach." Or, He may say, "Spend it in the 



64 sow THY SEED, 

jdrawing-room with the other members of your 
family," — or, "at the prayer-meeting, bringing 
down blessings on your town and country,"— 
or, He may say — and if He does, let us be 
ready to obey, — "I have work for you to do 
in a dark comer of My vineyard. 

There's weeding, and fencing, and clearing of roots, 
And ploughing, and sowing, and gathering the fruits ; 
There are foxes to tak^ there are wolves io destroy. 
All ages and ranks I can fully employ ; 
IVe sheep to be tended, and lambs to be fed. 
The lost must be gathered, the weary ones led." 

Your Lord may point out to you some little 
street, some sinful homes, some neglected 
families^-some working-men tempted nightly 
by Satan, that you may be His instrument to 
save. There is certainly one class of the popu- 
lation that can only be reached in the evening ; 
and though it is easy to see that it cannot be 
€V^/y one's duty to leave their homes, and go 
after these men, yet it is certainly the duty, 
and might be the hallowed work of many 
and many an idler, or pleasure-seeker, who at 
present has no great object in life, and certainly 
no work that will last for eternity. 

How many a home might easily spare one, 
or perhaps two, of its bright treasures, for at 
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least one or two nights in the week, to do 
God's work, and to learn lessons of service that 
would tell in His glory ! Ages hence, those 
evenings may be precious, showing forth results, 
winning the word " well done I " while all the 
other evenings have passed into oblivion, or 
perhaps under censure. This matter is worth 
studying in the light of our best " lamp " — the 
Word of God. 
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si: venteenth e vening, 

HIS HOUSE. 

" Whose house are we."— Hbb. iti. 6. 

*' Comb, Thou Great Master-Builder, and create < 
Anew that which is lliine ; undo my wrong — 
Breathe on my soul, and life and headth bestow ; 
Come, Lord, let it be so ! 

" Let it be so, and then — 

What then ? My soul shall wait, 
And ever pray — all ptayers, dear Lord, in one— 

Thy will o'er nune in all this mortal state - * 
Hold regal sway." . . . 

" Christ as a Son over His own house ; whose 
HOUSE ARE WE, if we hold fast the confidence 
and the rejoicing of the hope firm unto the 
end." 

A HOUSE IS PRIVATE PROPERTY. We have 
been ransomed, redeemed, purchased with the 
" precious blood," " bought with a price." And 
what A PRICE ! the life-blood of our Owner ! 
Surely never house before or since has cost such 
ransom money! Bought /r^w a cruel Adver- 
sary, bought ^r eternal glory ! Now, the house 
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is inhabited, it is true; but it is under- 
going repairs and improvements. It is passing 
through a great deal. But it is a "habitation.'' 
(Ephes. ii. 22.) The same God who "inha- 
biteth eternity" dwells in our souls. He 
divests Himself of none of His attributes 
when He makes the blood-washed heart His 
home. By our unbelief we too often strip the 
Indwelling One of those characteristics which 
are essentially Himself. Such is the deteriora- 
tive nature of our little faith. 

We think of the holy God with our unholy 
thoughts until He too (in our mental feelings) 
thinks as lightly of little sins as we think of 
them. But His power. His holiness, His love, 
His glory, His wisdom. His zeal, are unalter- 
able wherever He dwells. 

If, then, we are His "house," we are ^^ conse- 
crated^^ unto Him, we are ^^ separated*^ unto 
Him. We belong to no one else; except — 
and here comes in another phase of the type — 
as our Father, our Master, our Owner, chooses 
to use us for His work, and for His glory. In 
an ordinary house there may be many coming 
and going. There may be many guests, much 
hospitality exercised. But if the house is truly 
under the control of a good master, all those 
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who come and go are his personal friends, his 
chosen guests. They are admitted for friend* 
ship's sake, on matters of business, or out of 
pure benevolence. These three classes may 
generally include the outside frequenters of a 
rightly conducted private house. Should it not 
be so with our hearts ? The Lord must possess 
our doorways. From ceiling to floor He must 
reign. All incoming of interests, new or habi- 
tual, must be of His choice, of His arrange- 
ment, and wholly subject to His good pleasure. 
Our companionships must be His ; for we are 
" not our own," we are His " house.'* " Who 
shall I walk with to-day?" "Who shall I 
talk with ? " " What books shall I read ? " Do 
not let us answer these questions out of our 
own counsels. Human wisdom may fail. A 
general rule may, in special circumstances, or 
on one particular occasion, prove fatally false. 
Therefore we need special grace, special teach- 
ing, special guidance for each separate step of 
our intricate pathways down here. Every little 
doorway must be guarded. Every obscure 
guest must be under the Master*s control. In 
our great Guide-book a great deal is said about 
the "going out and coming in" (i Sam. xviii. 
13, i6; Ps. cxxxix. 1--5 ; Ezek. xliii. 11). 
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The Lord must be Himself our Indwelling 
Wisdom. 

And then, though there may be many rooms 
in a house, there should be blessed union. 
Whether we take our verse individually, or 
collectively, there must be a consistent harmony 
in the house belonging to such an Owner, or 
His name becomes dishonoured. There may 
be sounds of conversation, mirth, singing, dis- 
cussion, busy occupation, — all these show a 
freedom of intercourse, and a simple natural- 
ness which our heavenly Father loves, but it 
all must be under control. Thus the bright 
"rejoicing" continues; and the "firm hope" 
grows ; and the promises of Christ Himself ate 
fulfilled within us, and amongst us. 
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EIGHTEENTH EVENING, 

PURE OIL FOR THE LIGHT. 

" And thou shalt command the children of Israel, that they bring 
thee pure oil-oIive beaten for the light, to cause*the lamp to 
bum always. . . . Aaron and his sons shall order it 
from evening to morning before the Lord." — Exodus xxvii. 
ao, 91. 

" ' Pure oil-oIive ' must I bring ? 
Sacred, beaten, fit to shine 
Within Thy temple, gracious King ! 
O Lord, forgive ! O Saviour mine. 
How can I bring this sacred thing 
To Thy blest feet, and call it Tkitu /" 

The olive was God's gift It grew by His 
hand. The oil compressed from its bruisings 
was His creation. The giving, — the dedicat- 
ing of that oil made it anew His; and the 
communication to it of the never-dying fire, in 
a further sense completed His appropriation 
of that which first came from Him, then passing 
through human hands was restored to Him 
again. The oil was God's gift and property ; 
yet Israelitish hearts and hands were employed 
to— 
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Cultivate, 

Bruise, 

Present 

•the precious thing so absolutely needed for the 
constant burning of the light 

Have we not here a living picture of the 
Christian testimony so often enjoined upon us 
in the Word ? The oil is ever spoken of in 
Scripture as ah emblem of the Holy Spirit, 
in His manifested graces. Christ is spoken of 
as the Anointed One, because He was endued 
with power from' on high, a King and a Priest 
before God and for man. It is our place to 
CULTIVATE this precious gift, that we may 
receive in Christ, — even the gift of the Spirit. 
"Grieve not the Spirit;" "Quench not the 
Spirit ; " " How much more shall your Heavenly 
Father give His Holy Spirit to them that ask 
Him?" 

" Bruised 1 " Oh ! here we have the break- 
ing of the will, the crucifying of the flesh, the 
yielding up of the soul to God, that His mighty 
work, and His alone, may be perfected within 
us. Here, again, we are not without example 
as well as precept, — " He pleased not Himself." 
"Not my will, but Thine be done." "He 
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was bruised for our transgressions." " I gave 
My back to the smiters." 

Presented. ** Let your light so shine before 
men, that they may see your good works, and 
glorify YOUR Father which is in Heaven." 
" Take heed that ye do not your* alms before 
men, to be seen of them. . . • Thy Father, 
which seeth in secret. Himself shall reward 
thee openly." 

The oil kindled into light, and burning always, 
would seem to typify a constant and consistent 
testimony, given from God the Father, in and 
through Christ Jesus, and by the Holy Spirit, — 
and then accepted, blessed, and used by the 
Lord Himself, for His great glory even in this 
dark world. 

It was to " bum always." From " evening to 
morning" the light was to be shining. 

The '^ foolish virgins" arranged for their 
marriage festivities without that shining ! From 
their programme they omitted the all-important 
command. Their brightness, if they had any, 
was to be borrowed. It is so now. A Chris- 
tian friend, a Christian mother, a godly minster, 
a beloved church— those are the " borrowed " 
gleams on which too many souls depend. But 
at Xhh last, even these bright rays will fail. 
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Why is this ? Because the light was without, 
rather than within, 

A flickering, fading, vanishing light, such as 
we too often see in the testimony of unsettled 
Christians, is injurious rather than helpful to 
the outer world. Surely such a light savours 
more of the ignus fatuus, than of the temple 
candlestick. God grant that our holy testimony 
for Him may ** burn always ! " 
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NINETEENTH E VENING. 

INCENSE-BURNING. 

" And when Aaron lighteth the lamps at event he shall burn incense 
upon it ; a perpetual incense before the Lord throughout ywxx 
generations." — Exodus xxx. 8. 

" A Kniin, O Lord« « grain wilt Thou accept. 
Of fervent, heartfelt bitterness ? 
For such is now my prayer — a cry ! 
No song of praise, no tuneful joy, 
No perfumed word of love, no fragrant strain 
Of gratitude, — all grief, and smarting pain ; 
One cry, yes, Lord, I come, for Thou hast called. 
But incense there is none.*' — " My child I 
That bitterness is sweet. Upon my altar lay 
Thy myrrh of pain, xhy/nudancense and onycha, 
Galbanum too— for it is mine. Yes I all is mine. 
My fire of purity shall mould, and thus refine 
Its parts to one blest perfectness. Lay it down 
Upon My altar. See the cloud arise, and to My throne 
Ascend. It is accepted, sinner. Now rejoice ! ** 

The lamp and the incense were harmonised 
offerings. They were accepted offerings too. 
God had ordained them. God accepted them. 
The one shone in beauty ; the other imparted 
a delicious fragrance. Both were needed ; both 
were precious. And to us, as "priests " (Rev. i. 5 ) 
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or as. "temples" (i Cor. vi. 17), both are 
not only possible achievements, but privileged 
duties. 

What do they teach ? If the " lamps " suggest 
a living testimony, does not the "incense" 
typify prayer with praise 9 The mingled sweet- 
ness of this acceptable, and accepted gift, may 
shed abroad a cloud of fragrant blessedness 
which, as it rises, spreads. How glorious this 
beauty 1 How wonderful this fragrance ! and 
all composed of bruised, broken, and com- 
pounded elements, — some of them bitter to the 
taste, — all of them imperfect and faulty, as every 
human offering must be j but each ingredient 
perfected, and made acceptable, by its dedica- 
tion to the appointed altar, and its position there. 
Once there, the fire descends and permeates 
the whole, raising it to the highest heights of 
the Father's presence. 

Christ is the golden Incense-Altar, as well 
as the Candlestick. Through Him the Father 
accepts our prayers and our thanksgivings. And 
this brings us to a point that may prove of 
interest to some earnest seekers after more of the 
Lord's own blessedness. We read of Him, we 
hear of Him, we pray to Him, — but do we enjoy 
Him ? Are we in intercourse^ or communion wi^*^ 
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Him? Some Christians sorrow out their 
hearts' lament in such feelings or thoughts as 
these: "Why should others have joy, and I 
have none, or so little ? " " God seldom speaks 
to me, through His Word. Why is this?" 
"My prayers are answered wonderfully, it is 
true, but why do I feel so cold ? Why is my 
spiritual life so unproductive ? Why do I have 
so many disappointments ? and why am I often 
so full of trouble ? I try to do right and I fail. 
I work, but without success." 

Ah ! so very much of this — I have found it 
so myself— may be resolved into a very simple 
sentence, — the gifts have not reached the 
ALTAR 1 We have been content with laying the 
fragments, in all their bitterness and incom- 
pleteness, at the outer court ; or we may have 
never really parted with them ! We must press 
in a little closer, a little nearer, and lay them in 
His hands, see them on His altar. We must 
get into direct contact with the Lord Himself, 
who was bruised, and broken, and sacrificed 
for us, and then the altar will perfect the gift 
The fire will descend, and our lives will be 
fragrant The fragrance, too, will be shed 
abroad. Others will perceive and be attracted. 

Let us compare ourselves to the incense- 
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bringer. We carry our ever-increasing, but 
unharmonised load about with us. We bring 
it so far, but no further. The incense is there ; 
and the altar is there; but they are not 
TOGETHER, the onc has never touched the 
other ! And — is it strange ? — there is no 
fragrance. The fire makes the sweetness. 
Our incense is not incense, for it has not caught 
the fire yet. Oh ! let us be very eager, deter- 
Ijiined, pressing, vigorous about this ! 
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TWENTIETH E VENING, 

THE HEARING SERVANT. 

** So Samuel went and lay down in his place. Then the Lord came, 
and stood, and called as at other times, Samuel, Samuel. 
Then Samuel answered, Speak ; for thy servant heareth." — 
X Sam. iii. 9, io. . ^ 

" Speak, Lord ! I hear Thy voice. My heart doth crave 
One note, one tone, one word— a word from Thee ! 
A living word. Just speak ! I hearken. 
Silence all that would infringe our solitude, 
Or interrupt Thy will ; for well I know Thy will 
Is love. Thy love I ask. Thy teaching too. 
Thy power— yea ! Jtll Thou canst and wilt impart 
To this my longing heart." 

The temple was still. All the priestly functions 
of the day had ceased. Midnight had passed. 
Day-dawn was advancing. The lamp must 
soon be trimmed. But now the silence of rest 
prevailed. What a solemn quiet ! Every dis- 
turbing influence in abeyance. Samuel "was 
laid down to sleep." "Eli was laid down in 
his place." Then a voice passed through the 
stillness, and Samuel found himself named. 
There was no doubt about it. Eli was the 
only person of whose presence he was con- 
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scious ; for " he did not yet know the Lord." 
But again the voice sounded ; and again he 
sought the human solution of his mystery. It 
was in vain. "Eli perceived" that the call 
had a higher source, and he directed Samuel's 
attention to the Lord. Oh ! how wonderful 
that moment! the child's introduction to his 
new Master ! A life-long listening began here ; 
and a life-long service too. 

"Samuel went and lay down in his place," 
and the Lord did three things. He ^Wame^ 
and stoody and called, as at other times." But 
now, the Lord was answered. Before, there 
was no response, but only the restless move- 
ment of disappointed inquiry. Now, there was 
the responsive utterance from His child's heart. 
Samuel " did not know the Lord." He dared 
not take that name upon his lips. He said, 
" Speak ; for Thy servant heareth." And then 
the message came. Mighty, burning words 
rang out upon that still solitude. Samuel was 
no longer alone. God was "revealing" to him 
His truth. These few sentences of purging, 
purifying revelation were only the beginning 
of fuller teachings, each brighter, deeper, and 
larger than the first. There was the judgment 
of unrestrained sin ; but in that judgment ^ 
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the secret promise of a renewed holiness for 
his nation, and in the holiness, blessing. It 
must ever be so. It can never be otherwise. 
Holiness must bring blessing. How gracious 
this is ! that God by His Omniscience, and 
Omnipotence, should turn even the bitterness 
of sin into the sweetness of blessing ! But so 
it is. The hand of judgment discovers the 
open hand of pardon. Judgment brings con- 
fession, and confession mercy, and mercy peace. 
He who " hanged on the tree " concentrated 
judgment upon Himself, and mercy follows 
through the opened channel But how, and 
when, and where, did Samuel learn these 
secrets of Divinity? How did he learn to 
know God ? First, in silence. ' Second, in 
RESPONSE. Is not this a lesson for us? It 
was in the stillness of solitude that God spoke. 
Thus He often draws His loved ones aside, to 
hear His whispers. If we struggle, rebel, prefer 
the world's noise to the Lord's quiet, we miss 
the teaching, and reap too often the woe. But 
if we aUow ourselves to be " allured into the 
wilderness," and /isfen^ He will " speak comfort- 
ably " to us, for He has promised to do it ; and 
He well knows that we need this comforting. 
Ah ! it very often begins with sharp rebuke, and 
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sometimes with heavy punishment. We must 
humbly take «//, every syllable, from His blessed 
lips. Very often, however, we mistake our heait- 
disturbings for some human call, as Samuel did. 
He ran hither and thither, backwards and 
forwards, to the same empty source. Even 
though Eli was the priest of the Lord, he had 
nothing for him at that moment. But the Lord 
had! Graciously He waited repeating the call, 
and at last Samuel's trembling response brought 
a mighty answer. In our temple there is an 
answer waiting to all our heart-cravings. Shall 
we HEAR to-night ? 



( S2 ) 



TWENTY-FIRST E VENING. 

UP IN THE NIGHT. 

ft 

* An4 I arose in the night . . . neither told I any man what my 
God had put in my heart to do. . * . And I went out hy nightt. 
hy the gate of the valley, even before the dragon well . . . and 
viewed the walls of Jerusalem which were broken down."— ^ 
Neh. ii. la, 13. 

" A human hand 

Bearing aloft through sin's dark night of waves, 
Undimmed, God's blessing to crown lost ones' brows." 

—Rev. C. A. Fox. 

In Nehemiah we may find a /jrZ-type of Him 
who was called "the Man of sorrows, and 
acquainted with grief." Jesus did not bear His 
own sorrows ; He did not carry His own sins. 
"He bare the sins of many J* Our sorrows 
were His ! Nehemiah exhibits this Christ-like 
character in human life. But it was spiritual- 
ised life. This self-loss beneath the burdens 
of others was not natural, it was spiritual. 

So great was the load upon him of national 
distresses, his people's griefs, that he was 
unable to remain in the palace of his king. 
Those halls of luxury had lost their charm for 
him. Even bodily safety he no longer con- 
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sidered. This night journey of exploration 
must have been beset with dangers ; but it was 
compulsory. Strangely often the acts and 
words of the outer life are impelled by hidden 
forces. No human understanding can fathom 
the reasons and motives of another heart ; 
though it may attempt to criticise their visible 
results. How little we know of each other's 
sorrows ! How short our fathoming-line for 
the depths of other hearts ! It seems strange 
that in these days of abounding error, when it 
is, I might almost say, a fashion to remarlc of 
any startling innovation of, or addition to, God's 
truth — "We must not judge!" there should, 
on the other hand, be so little sympathy with 
heart-sorrows, soul-struggles, heart-cravings after 
deeper truth. 

This godly man took upon his own shoulders 
such a burden of other people's sins, and their 
consequent sorrows, that he went out by night 
to view the broken walls. Might we not some- 
times give an evening hour to a similar review ? 
asking, " Lord ! has my brother any heart- 
distress that I could relieve ? " and if we feel 
very helpless in our offer of services for such a 
task, and think to ourselves, naturally enough 
— "Surely I am not the person to build up 
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broken walls ! I never can reach the heights 
or depths of his peculiar need 1 " we surely may 
study the Word of Living Comfort, asking that 
we may be used and consecrated channels of 
strengthening messages, such as those that 
Nehemiah brought. They were very success- 
ful. The down-trodden people were encouraged, 
and said, " Let us rise up and build ! " 

But much of Nehemiah's success . in his 
divinely-appointed mission, arose from his way 
of identifying himself with the people amongst 
whom he laboured. In addressing them, in 
praying for them, in building with them, he 
always made their cause his own. He said 
" WE," This is surely a great secret of helpful 
love. " See the distress that we are in ... . 
let us build up the wall .... the God of 
heaven will prosper us .... we will arise and 
build." This is the way the Z^n/ intercedes. 
It is the way He works, and speaks, and 
teaches (Isa. L 4), and it is thus He finds an 
entrance into our hearts, and it is thus that 
He comforts us ; verily His is a " strong con- 
solation." 

Nehemiah's night was not spent in vain ; it 
was the beginning of great things, — as we shall 
see in a following chapter. 
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TWENTY-SECOND EVENING. 

THE STARS APPEARED. 

" So we laboured in the work : and half of them held the spears 
from the rising of the morning till the stars appeared." — Nbh. 

iv. 31. 

" Oh I store up God's great love within thy soul ; 
So suffering never shall exhaust thy joy. 
So darkness shall but draw out, star by star, 
God's mercies, till the lap of heaven overflows 
With waiting worlds of light the sunshine hid." 

— Royal Iniervuws, 

The meditations, and prayers, and sympathy of 
this man of God, resulted in labour. It is true 
laborious work that we find him engaged in 
here. He has placed himself on no pinnacle of 
excellence apart from the sinning crowd; but 
hand to hand with them he builds the wall 
This is the sort of influence that wins fellow- 
workers. Nehemiah's enthusiasm — and that 
flowing from a zeal of heart that the outsiders 
could not understand — carried him through his 
task. And wonderfully helpers rallied round 
him. Uzziel, of the goldsmiths; Hananiah, 
son of one of the apothecaries ; Shallum, and 
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his daughters; the Levites, the priests, the 
merchants, and many others. Amongst them, 
we find Baruch, who " earnestly repaired " his 
portion. 

But all the time this work was going on, 
weapons were being held. This showed the 
danger of the task. Enemies were on every 
side. Some said laughingly, *' If a fox go up, 
he shall even break down their stone wall ! " 
These taunts were not pleasant ; but they were 
harmless compared to some of the attempts 
made to interrupt their efforts. But, nothing 
daunted, Nehemiah and his helpers laboured 
on. Then the stars glittered out in the evening 
sky, and they showed weary faces, and flashing 
spears, but they revealed, too, a vigour that came 
from a source far higher than any earthly fountain. 

So, Nehemiah's review of his people's needs 
and their dangers had not been wasted time. 
He had not sought out their troubles in vain ; 
nor had his melancholy inspections turned to 
that morbid moroseness that comes from a be- 
holding of sorrow alone^ without a view of its one 
Comforter ! Nehemiah saw the sadness of the 
wound, and earnestly he set to work to apply 
the balm. He saw the breaches in his city 
wall, but he did not sit down with folded hands 
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to lament them. "According to the good 
hand of my God upon me ! " This seemed to 
be always his motto. ' The strength of the 
Lord was his strength. Other despondent 
hearts caught the holy flame, and shoulder to 
shoulder they wrought, "so they built, and 
prospered." 

This is a very encouraging review of real 
labour, successful and blessed, amidst diffi- 
culties of no common kind. How calm, how 
beautiful, how assuring, those star-gleams must 
have seemed to the tired, earnest workers ! 
God was looking down. His heaven was 
above them. The same Lord who visited His 
lonely child Jacob with the ladder of light, and 
multiplied promises, now spoke to the- Jewish 
builders through His starry worlds. 

In many a dark night of labour, without the 
apparent success that we have desired, were 
there not promise-stars shining down upon 
us ? and have they not cheered us on our way ? 
Soon the blaze of day will come, and the Sun 
of Righteousness will shine in His glory, and 
promises will be promises no longer, but 
wondrous fulfilments I Let us labour on, then, 
earnestly, unitedly, bravely! He will sanctify 
and bless^ 



( 88 ) 



TWENTY-THIRD EVENING. 

THE MORNING STAR. 

'* I am the root and offspring of David ; I am the bright and 
morning Star." — Rev. xxiL z6. 

" At the fourth watch, a voice, 'mid darkest night. 
Shall suddenly proclaim, Let there be light ! 
And in a moment, up from height to hdght 
Far breaking np into eternity 
The universe shall echo. It is I." 

. — Rcyal Interviews. 

Perhaps this little book may fall into the 
hands of some one who is saying — " No stars 
shine for me. All is darkness. Just now the 
long, black clouds trail their heavy weight in 
unbroken lines above my head, and I look in 
vain for comfort I cannot find it. It will 
not come. People reason with me; but all 
their arguments only reach my brain, fresh 
torturing my heart. 

Ah ! dear sister, or brother, you cannot argue 
away grief! Do you not know this? If you 
do not know it now, you will prove it soon. 
Heart -griefs cannot be remedied by human 
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rebukes. Reproofs fall powerless on the smitten 
heart, unless they wound it afresh, doubling its 
pain. Impossible, it seems, to speak to you of 
comfort either, for tenderest love cannot give 
it to you. Then is there no hope? Is there 
no remedy ? Is there no resource for a heart 
grieved like yours ? 

Yes ! marvellous to say, there is One Ray 
that can penetrate the gloom of your heart. 
That ray is concentrated in the word " I." 

"The Bright and Morning Star" can penetrate 
the darkest cloud. He can appear now. The 
night may be all round us. Thick curtains of 
gloom hide the pleasant prospects we used to 
love. Now all seems changed. Through the 
darkness rings out a voice — " I am the Bright 
and Morning Star." " But is He shining for 
me? for me? I can find no gleam. Others 
smile, I weep. Others are bright, but I — oh ! 
how dreary ! how heavy-hearted ! And then 
they reprove me, and say I make others sad. 
This adds to my sorrow. I am crippled. I 
cannot move. A daily affliction I am to my- 
self, — a daily affliction to others." 

A child was once in prison — a child of the 
Father. High walls were round him ; heavy 
fetters were upon him; the executioner's axe 
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was near. The night wore on. He slept 
between cruel men. Every door was barred. 
Terrors lay around and before him. But there 
was AN EYE upon him, there, in the darkness ; 
and A HEART beating close to his. Thoughts 
of love, long repressed, that deeds of love might 
shine out all the more plainly. God was with 
Peter in the dark prison. Emmanuel — God 
with us. He could not always hide; though 
for a time His power was not shown. (Hab. 

IIL 4.) 

Then came the light! Streaming in amidst 
a scene of blackness, cruelty, misery, torture, 
it showed the interior of an Eastern dungeon. 
But in all its revealed foulness, that dungeon 
was but a faint picture of the inner depths of 
unpurified sin {hat is too often the secret dis- 
tress of the oppressed heart. Peter was in a 
double captivity ! He was not only chained 
himself, but he was chained to his oppressors. 
(Acts xii. 6.) Wonderful picture of the soul 
held down by its woes ! Tormenting thoughts, 
fears, doubts, resolving themselves at times 
into dreads that cannot find relief 4n words; 
and very often these inner pains aggravated by 
the looks, or words — perhaps intended allevia- 
tions ! — of those around. In the midst of all 
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these impossible circumstances, "a light shined 
in the prison," and One " raised Peter," draw- 
ing him from step to step into a liberty for 
which, we find, many had prayed, but no one 
— except that One — had the power to bestow. 
Peter was free ! Every door was open ! The 
" light " had done its work. Jesus had broken 
open the prison doors, and sent His fettered 
captive forth to glorify Him anew ! Earth's 
clouds will gather — ^perhaps when we least 
expect them — but the "Bright and Morning 
Star " is shining ; shining for thee ! 
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TWENTY-FOURTH EVENING. 

WALKING ON THE SEA, 

** In the fourth watch of the night, Jesus went unto them, walking 
on the sea." — Matt. ziv. as. 

" Wrecked on the shores of Peace I— Oh ! wrath Divine, 
On man's vil« ruins God rebuilds His shrine." 

— Rcr. C. A. Fox. 

" Jesus constrained His disciples to get into a 
ship." Then He remained alone — Jesus pray- 
ing, His people sailing. But soon the earthly 
scene changed. The little ship, alone in its 
career, became "tossed with waves, for the 
wind was contrary." " Oh ! why did He tell 
us to cross to-night ? " the mariners would cry. 
** We cannot understand His dealings," another 
would say. " He cares for the multitude, but 
not for «j," another might complain ; and all 
the time the circumstances of danger were be- 
coming more and more real. There was no 
mistake about it now. Water and wind were 
relentlessly spending their terrific forces agcUnst 
the tiny craft, on which weak, human lives were 



WALKING ON THE SEA. 93 

depending. They were clinging to what might 
in a moment be a wreck. Strained, excited, 
full of wondering fears— in which, perhaps, one 
overwhelming element may have been a doubt 
of His wisdom or love, who ^^ constrained^^ them 
to undertake their perilous journey — they be- 
hold an upright Shadow on the waters. In the 
distance the features are dim, and the figure 
indistinct. When trouble is upon us, every 
new outline that crosses our sight adds to its 
intensity. It was so here. The disciples " were 
troubled, and they cried out for fear." " It is 
a spirit 1 " they said. 

Oh no 1 God and man united in human 
form, with heart of Love, was drawing near. 

" Ye fearful saints I fresh courage take, 
The clouds ye so much dread, 
Are big with mercy, and shall break 
In blessings on your head." 

It was the earthly storm and human fear 
combined that made these seamen shrink from 
their tenderest Friend. Inner and outer dis- 
turbances clouded His form, and disguised 
Him till He spoke. " Straightway Jesus spake 
unto them, saying. Be of good cheer ; it is I ; be 
not afraid." And they were comforted. 
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Thus it is often, in less apparently alarming, 
though equally distressing circumstances, in our 
daily life. All seems against us, — «r« "the 
things that belong to our peace " have power to 
startle and alarm us, when we are not resting 
on our Beloved. God seems to be an angry 
Judge; the Lord, our Mediator, disappears 
from our sight in an earthly fog of separating 
sin, unbelief, distance; we cannot see Him; 
the Holy Spirit, the Comforter, is a condemn- 
ing, convincing terrorist to our souls Ah ! 
shall we stop here? Shall we remain in this 
saddest, darkest phase of faith ? " The devils 
believe, and tremble." Or shall we press on 
into a closer contact with the Living One, 
whose dread form is approaching us ? Amidst 
the roar of wind and waves, in the very centre 
of the storm, shall we hearken to His voice, 
and yield ourselves to His embrace ? That is 
what we want ! That is our heart's need con- 
centrated into afact^ which can better be entered 
into, and sought out, than explained. The 
Lord is here. Shall He speak ? He is speak- 
ing. Shall we listen ? Or must He pass us by 
for some other vessels tossing on the foam* 
crested waves ? No 1 His mission is. to us. 
His eye is upon us. His words are addressed 
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to US. There must be something in them ; for 
He is Omniscient, Omnipotent, Infinite, and He 
is all Love. The straining, and the rending, 
and the breaking, and the rolling of our little 
vessel, is nothing beside that Voice ! Oh ! let 
us hearken to it I He speaks to remove fear, 
and to introduce calm. (Ps. xxxiv. 6.) The very 
One we need. He must be ! He first soothes 
alarm ; then He attracts the trembling one ; 
then He reaches out a hand to save; and 
finally He enters the endangered crafl, bringing 
with Him " strong consolations," for the danger 
is past — and Jesus is now the centre of a group 
who need only to have their unbelief rebuked, 
and their lips brought into the language of 
praise, while their hearts throb with a newly 
learnt lesson of trust. 
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TWENTY-FIFTH E VENING. 

ABIDE WITH US. 

** They constrained Him, saying, Abide with ns ; for it is towaxd 
evening, and the day is far spent. And He went in to tarry 
with them." — Luke xxiv. ag. 

" Methinks I hear Hope sweetly singing^ 
Singing in an under-tone ; 
Singing as though God had taught her, 
* It is better farther on I ' 
Night and day she sings the same song ; 
Sings it when I sit alone, 
Sings it till my heart can bear her, 
' It is better farther on ! ' " 

Union with the Lord Jesus Christ is a very 
precious thing. It means many a holy heart- 
burning, and many a blessed hour of sacred 
intercourse. The world cannot understand 
the Christian's secret; though we would fain 
have them understand. These wearied and 
distressed disciples were travelling along a road 
they had often trodden with One they had 
loved, — but now ! that loved One was gone. 
Thus they mourned. Their lamentations 
reached the ear of a fellow-traveller, who Him- 



ABIDE WITH US. 97 

self was treading that Jewish high-road. He 
might have cast the dust from His feet upon 
the city he was approaching, had He chosen, 
and turned away ; but, no ! He drew near to 
bless. Then He drew out their heart-sorrows. 
They told Him their tale. His sympathy, and 
His understanding of the strange, sad case, 
fascinated their weary hearts. He spoke very 
strongly, even reprovingly, but " with authority, 
not as the scribes." 

, f Their eyes. 

He opened J ^^^ Scriptures. 

three doors. I rp, . j .. j- 

V. Their understandmgs. 

Together they "drew nigh unto the village." 
There was no solitude now. The shoals of 
doubtful fear^ on which their mental barque 
had well-nigh wrecked, were all lost to view in 
a most wondrous ocean — a baptism of new, 
loving light. Warmth from Divinity Himself 
had thawed their frozen powers, and the skilful- 
ness of Almighty hands had disentangled the 
skein of troubled thought. Their fogs were 
fast vanishing beneath the lights of the Sun 
of Righteousness. No darkness now. Their 
"shoulds " had disappeared before His "oughts." 
And then they loved Him The night was 

G 
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drawing on, — the hour of rest, but they could 
not part. 

Have we reached this point? During the 
day has our intercourse with the Lord been 
such, that when evening has come, with its 
social attractions, and what we call "society's 
claims," we are moved from the depths of our 
hearts to say, " Abide with me. Lord I — at all 
costs^ abide with me ! Reign supreme in my 
heart, and at my table ! Banish from my 
evening all that would grieve Thee ! " 

This is the captivity of love. It is the 
slavery that would not exchange its fetters 
for all the gold of California. No glittering 
sparks of gaiety could compensate for the inner 
delightsome wonders of His Presence. This 
is union with God. It is stronger than all 
other claims, " Where thou goest, I will go ; 
where thou lodgest, I will lodge." These 
disciples might have revolved in their own 
minds the questions of " Who are dining with us 
to-night? Would they like His Presence? Per- 
haps it would be wiser not to ask Him.'' But is 
it probable that those whose hearts were full of 
the Lord, were likely to be passing an evening 
with any who did not desire His name men- 
tioned, or His Words spoken ? Surely not ! 
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Alone, or with His people, — if they had their 
choice for the spending of that hour of rest. 
However the details of circumstance may have 
presented themselves to their minds at that 
moment, their course was clear. Jesus must 
COME IN. And with Him He brought heaven. 
Were they not wise ? Were they not right ? 

So quickened, so aroused, so stirred were 
their very souls by this event, that they arose 
that very hour ! and went all the way back to 
Jerusalem to tell the "eleven," whom they 
** found gathered together," of their most won- 
derful interview. It had — or rather Jesus had 
so consoled them, in their hour of deepest 
grief, that the " consolation " had terminated in 
joyful action. How short the same road must 
have seemed this time — how much shorter ! for 
they had glad tidings to tell, — " He was known 
of them." That was the secret 

Marvellous result of the telling ! — " Jesus 
Himself stood in the midst of them." Thus 
faith brings faith, and joy brings joy ; and fresh 
communications of our own riches to another 
hungry soul brings again fresh communications 
to our souls from and of Himself. 
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TWENTY-SIXTH EVENING, 

THE ELEVENTH HOUR. 

'And about the eleventh hoar, he went oat* and foaod others 
standing idle, and saith unto them. Why stand ye here adl the 
day idle? "—Matt. xx. 6. 

" Weary of idleness, weary of sin* 
My Father 1 behold me ; now bid me come in ! 
Come in to Thy vineyard, come in to Thy field. 
To serve thee for ever my powers I yield ! " 

Four times in the day, we find the Master of 
the vineyard '' going out " to look for labourers 
to till His ground. Each time He found idle 
ones and hired them, objectless lives that 
needed to be filled, and He drew them out of 
self, " occupying " them for Himself, and with 
Himself; and they were satisfied. Some were 
satisfied. They took His " whatsoever is right," 
and bowed to it. But the first hired com- 
plained. There were as great results, perhaps 
greater for the time, in the labours of the new 
beginners than in theirs who had "borne the 
burden and heat of the day." But the Lord of 
the vineyard did not look only at results. The 
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"peniiy" was not the all-important thing to 
Him. It was the labour that He loved. He 
wanted to occupy powers that had been living 
a godless life, because a useless one. Those 
strong men were ships drifting aimlessly down 
the river of time, and forgetting that the river 
was fast drawing them into the ocean of 
eternity. No life is positively negative. If we 
microscopically examine the Leaves or stems of 
a living plant, we see the ceaseless current of 
sap hurrying up and down its tiny veins. To 
the outward eye, the plant seems motionless. 
But it is not so. We talk of "still life." No 
life is still ! The life of the soul that abides 
in Christ, seems still, — but there what mighty 
currents stir the soul ! Centred in God, the 
outer being is calm, the inner heart is moved 
with the Pentecostal wind, and glows with His 
sacred flame. There is concentrated action 
within the heart that lives in union with God. 
This "still" life develops itself in influence, 
work, strength ; there is, unseen, a power with 
God, and this "prevailing" results in a visible 
power with man. It is this spiritual occupation 
of the life that the Lord desires for His people, 
not 2Lpart of the life, but the whole. 

While the "labourers" stood outside, they 
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were " idle." If W€ are outside God's door, if 
we have not " come in," if we are unsaved^ we 
are " idle.** All our most laborious efforts for 
our own good, or for the good of others, is 
reckoned " dead works " by God. The world's 
" market-place '* is Satan's play-ground. It looks 
a busy place, but it is full of idlers. They are 
not inside the vineyard. And not all their 
labours up to the "eleventh hour" will bring 
them inside that blessed boundary. A paling, 
unrecognized by the world, but distinctly marked 
in the Bible, and revealed by the Holy Spirit, 
separates the true workers from the false ones. 

But the Blessed Master is ever passing 
through the crowd of unsatisfied lives. Skil- 
fully He threads His way amidst the impossible 
labyrinths, and as He moves, He calls — " This 
is the work of God, that ye believe on Him 
whom He hath sent." As this call is accepted, 
and the " covenant " made between the soul and 
his Lord, the receiver becomes the " labourer," 
and enters the vineyard. Here he has a double 
work to perform. "They made me a keeper 
of the vineyard ; but mine aum vineyard have I 
not kept" (Cant L 6).. His own soul must 
be cultivated, and sown with the living seed. 
"The hand of the diligent maketh rich." 
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Study of the Word ; times and habits of prayer — 
r^a/ prayer, not half -way petitions ! — meditation, 
hearing, conversing with the Lord's people ; 
in all, much " sitting at His feet." These are 
means and ways of working in " our own vine- 
yard." But then there is the work for the 
Master, as well as from Him. So many of us 
make dire mistakes, even when we are ** hired " 
to Him, by pleasing ourselves in our work. 
We direct our own steps ! Leaving to others, or 
neglecting altogether, the most evident duties 
which He has laid at our feet, we take up self- 
imposed tasks, and then complain that we can- 
not succeeS in performing them well ; or we 
remain content with doing them badly. Even 
the criticising world can too often see this in 
the Lord's " hired servants ; " and of course it 
blames them. His eye has been on the " idle- 
ness," let His hand and lips direct the worh 
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TWENTY-SEVENTH EVENING. 

AN EVENING VICTORY. 

*' And he said unto them, Look on mci and doJike wise. . . . And the 
three companies blew the trumpets, and brake the pitchers, and 
held the lamps in their left hands, and the trumpets in their 
right hands to blow withal ; and they cried, The sword of the 
Lord and of Gideon ! " — Judges vii. 17, 20. 

*' Secrets darkness only can unfold ; 
Truths read by fire make even cowards bold, 
Who dare the day iox what the darkness told." 

Gideon is a name full of teaching. It signi- 
fies "he that bruises or breaks," or "cutting 
off iniquity." Here we have, as in so many 
other Old Testament names and characters, a 
type of our Blessed Lord. Let us view Him in 
this passage as the victorious Lord ! Our verse 
begins with example^ "Look on me, and do 
likewise." We know well, that whereas the day 
was given to man for labour, the night was 
given him for repose. And yet it is remarkable 
that throughout Scripture history, we find that 
many of the most remarkable events, and 
actions involving both courage and toil, took 
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place after sunset. This fact may serve to show 
us that the evening is not a worthless or useless 
portion of our day. If the morning hours be- 
long to God, the evening hours belong also to 
Him. If they are ^ven to Him, as His rightful, 
blood-bought property, He will certainly use 
them for His glory. Nor will our happiness lose 
by this yielding. 

Gideon was a young man, '^ the least in his 
father's house." He thought very little of him- 
self — too little 1 some people might have said. 
But this acknowledged weakness was in his 
humility and self-distrust submerged in the 
wave of God's strength; and then it became 
the preface to acts of daring and of victory that 
signalised him before a nation, and to-day before 
the world. If we compare Judges vi. 15 with 
chapter vii. 17, we shall see the change wrought 
in a man's life by his obedience to Isaiah xxvii. 5, 
" Let him take hold of My strength." Like the 
Indian who could not receive the new blanket, 
because he was so well satisfied with his old 
one, we are too apt to be so well accustomed 
to our old weakness, that we do not absolutely 
need to wear the new strength. Thus we fail, 
and fail continuously ; and if we succeed \w man's 
estimation, or our own, it is not real success. 
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No! "All the promises of God in Him (in 
Christ) are yea, and in Him Amen " (2 Cor. L 
20). This is the place of success, and the only 
place in which we have a right to expect it 
"He subdueth my people under me," David 
says (Ps. cxliv. 2). 

Fearlessly now Gideon could go forward. 
Calling to his little band to follow him, he 
marched towards the enemy's camp. The 
means, or weapons with which he prepared for 
the attack, are worth considering. Trumpets, 
pitchers, lamps, and voices, — these were his 
arms. One trumpet-blast sounded forth from 
many instruments, and all in sequence from 
the leading note sounded by their captain. 
PiicherSy — of these there were three hundred, 
and each one must be broken before victory 
could be attained. Lamps — whose bright shin- 
ing, prepared beforehand, depended on the 
breaking of the pitchers. Voices I what were 
these? One harmonious shout of praise 
from many lips. And yet the battle had not 
begun ! They had not tried their power ; they 
had not encountered their difficulties. But for 
all this, they were to shout their faith-motto, 
" The sword of the Lord and of Gideon ! " 
The result was what might have been expected. 
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Implicit obedience, absolute trust, brings un- 
limited blessing, abundant fulfilment of the 
largest promises. A battle begun in this spirit, 
must be a victorious one; and so must our 
warfare prosper, if we adhere to these condi- 
tions. We go forward " looking " on our Great 
Example, " and doing likewise." We Ustify in 
life and lip, truths which are harmonious with 
Himself, and with His words. And then the 
pitcher 1 an earthen thing. What can it be 
the picture of, but poor self? " We have this 
treasure in earthen vessels." And self must 
be broken, dead, crucified, or the light will not 
shine. The True Light cannot shine on earth 
except through broken, shattered pitchers. Then 
how glorious the illumination ! Ah ! this poor, 
dark, sin-stricken world, how it needs this 
shining ! Every tiny lamp here, did its work. 
Not one was unneeded. Is not this glorious ? 
God wants you and me. Our Gideon calls us 
to the front. Prayer, and praise, and holy 
living, are all wanted for His great work. At 
this wondrous and unexpected sound and sight, 
the enemy's host " ran^ and criedy and fled ! " 
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TWENTY-EIGHTH EVENING. 

SLEEPING FOR SORROW. 

" And when He rose up from prayer, and was come to His dis- 
cipleSf He found them sleeping for sorrow. And He said unto 
them, Why sleep ye ? rise and pray, lest ye enter into tempta- 
tion." — LuKB xxii. 45, 46. 

" Tears are God's ink, wherein He writes with ease, 
Learnt by mere babes, sublimest mysteries t " 

—Rev. C A. Fox. 

What a melancholy thought ! and yet there are 
many hearts, at this very moment, in our own 
land in exactly the same state. The hearts of 
these poor disciples on this weary night were 
overcome with sorrow. Who could wonder? 
It was a climax of gloom. In the supper- 
chamber the Lord had spoken of betrayal and 
of parting. Now, in the dark garden, He was 
" in an agony,*' praying. The gathering cloud 
had at last rested upon His followers. Trem- 
bling, terrified, they had gone with Him so far ; 
but now, at a little . distance from them, their 
Lord was pouring His anguish before the Father. 
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''His sweat was as it were great drops of 
blood." He was drinking the bitter cup, drink- 
ing it to the dregs. Still in all His grief, He 
thought of ihem^ His loved ones, for whom He 
was about to die. Seeking them out on their 
grassy bed beneath the olive-trees, under the 
pale moonlight, He awoke them. " Oh ! may 
they not sleep?" some might have asked. 
" They have- many bitter hours of grief before 
them. Is not this a fieeded rest ? What a re- 
lief to pass into oblivion, and so miss a portion 
of their misery ! " But no ! it was not thus 
that the Lord reckoned His people's needs. 
Sorrow? then prayer was wanted — "Is any 
among you afflicted ? let him pray " (James v. 
13). Danger? then the refuge must be sought, 
and the shield buckled to (Psalm xviii. 2). 
Weariness ! then repose must be found, not in 
sleep but in the Living Word, and in His pre- 
sence who is the very Creator of rest. But 
the Lord's prescription was a watchful rest, not 
an unguarded one. It was a special time of 
need, therefore it was a special time for prayer. 
It was a special time of danger, therefore it 
was a special time for safety seeking. Oh ! 
how often sorrow, or emergency, has had this 
paralysing, benumbing effect on our spiritual 
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powers ! It has crippled us. All delight in the 
Scriptures has gone! Prayer has become a 
dark wall to us, instead of the gate into bright- 
ness. Yielding to what was intended as a 
stimulus, we have found ourselves the victims 
of a soporific And then, in this sad hour, the 
temptation has come, and alas ! has found us 
an easy prey. Heavier chastisements have 
followed; and we have experienced a very 
shadowy parenthesis in our spiritual life. 
Therefore the Lord said to His Peter and John, 
and therefore He says to us, " Why sleep ye ? 
rise and pray, lest ye enter into temptation." 

Satan is on his watch with fierce assaults in 
the Christian's Gethsemanes. He never sleeps. 
Should wel Jesus watches too. His Spirit 
speaks. These are precious times for the 
" still small voice " to do a work within us that 
cannot be done in days of prosperity. 

That there was need for His call, we plainly 
see from the following verses. " And while He 
yet spakey behold, a multitude." They had 
come with staves to wrest away the Shepherd 
of the sheep, and bind Him to the world's 
tribunal. Peter raised his sword, but it was of 
no effect. Impetuosity could not do God's 
work. Watchfulness, prayer, faithfulness, — 
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these would have been worth something at such 
an hour. And yet we only find in Peter, 
James, and John, with the other disciples, a 
photograph of ourselves. Alas 1 the family 
likeness is distinct enough. What shall we 
learn ? How shall we obey ? Many and many 
a long-repented word, and many a traitorous or 
unchristian act of yielding to subtle sins, and 
morbid, tyrannical clouds of sorrow, may be 
avoided by simple attention to our Lord's words 
here — " rise and pray." 
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TWENTY'NINTH EVENING. 

MIDNIGHT PREVAILINGS. 

" As a prince hast thou power'with God and with men» and^hast 
prevailed." — Gen. xxxiii. 38. 

*' Faith embarks her all 
Upon some ancient promise of the Word, 
Blind sense discarding." 

— Royal Interview*. 

Jacob was passing through a second crisis ! Dis- 
appointment, injustice, labour, sadness, lay be- 
hind him. Before him lay a giant terror. As 
he looked back he could see the shining thread 
of prosperity woven into his chequered woof 
of trouble. A mingled lot his had been. So 
is your lot and mine. Our lots are mingled. 
"God also hath set the one over against the 
other, to the end that man should find nothing 
after him" (Eccles. vii. 14). 

On this eventful night, Jacob stood between 
two portions of his life's history. We, looking 
back, can sec how his after-career was gilded 
by this dark, wrestling night at Jabbok's ford. 
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It was a "ford" mentally and spiritually, as 
well as literally, to that praying man. When 
day broke, Jacob had gained more than he 
would have obtained in ten years, or a hundred 
years, without prayer. He had received strength, 
and cast off burdens, Instead of being over- 
come by sorrow, he had overcome the sorrow, 
and turned it into joy I " Exceedingly filled 
with contempt " when first he knelt, he rose up 
"crowned with glory and honour." He had 
wrestled with Jehovah, the Author of his soul's 
new day-dawn ; and now he bore a name that 
was to testify lastingly to that "prevailing." 
Jacob's night was a well-spent one. It invigor- 
ated his frame, and strengthened his soul, and 
swept his feebleness away with those rushing 
waters. But there was a mark leftl Yes; a 
humiliating mark. " The broken pitcher I " 
"Jacob halted upon his thigh." There was 
poor self crippled, but the new man made 
strong. Perhaps true Day would never have 
broken upon Jacob, had he not thus patiently, 
persistently, awaited the Lord's blessing. 

Any place will do for a meeting alone with 
the Lord. It may be a church, a cottage, a 
road-side, a river-side — it matters not. Only 
let us meet with Him ! Esau, with his armed 

H 
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hxxsts, was coming. But Jacob, in his wrest- 
lings, summoned the hosts of the Lord. Thus 
the battle was unequal, but in whose favour was 
the superiority? This was a most practical 
result from an evening — nay, a night — ^spent 
with God. Behind, was the cruel Laban. In 
front, the helpless ones, dependent on himself 
— and he, how helpless ! So he took hold of 
the Living Arm, and leant upon it. He entered 
into contract with the Lord. It was sufficient. 
His business was undertaken — undertaken by 
Jehovah. A memory of brightness must have 
ever after lingered about those midnight hours ; 
and the " halting " journey towards his brother^ 
so strong and so well protected, must have been 
a journey memorable for its new faith and its 
inspired trust. Then the meeting between the 
twa Could it ever be forgotten? "Your 
Father, which seeth in secret. Himself shall 
reward you openly." Jacob experienced this. 
Have not we experienced it ? If not, why not ? 
He is the same God ! The same voice calls to 
us beside our life's fords ! The same power 
is there, in Him, with Him, to strengthen and 
bless us. Are we responding ? 
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For so God waits in solitary places, 

And wastes of life, in terror's haunted plains, 

Prayer's thronging hush ; and in each narrow pass 

And dark retirement of soul-chastisement, 

Lurks in the dusk to waylay desperate souls 

Craving to meet Him, murmuring to come near Him ; 

Who yet perchance most irresistibly 

Stumble against Him in the dark of sin ; 

Albeit for this they go halt all their days, 

Yet they've got at Him, wrung His secret from Him, 

And wear it in their bosom till they die." 

From " Royal Interviews," by Rev C, A, Fox, 
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THIRTIETH EVENING. 

THE saviour's HYMN. 

" And when they had sung an hymn, they went oat into the monnt 

of Olives."— Matt. xxr. 3a 

" As He sought Him lone Gethsemane, 
He Himself sang death-songs of victory ; 
For so praise deepened as He neared the tree." 

—Rev. C. A. Fox. 

The life of Christ strangely mingled praise with 
prayer. To us^ to our human measurings, this 
seems strange. It sounds like an anomaly. 
Why ? because we have so little of the Spirit 
in our hearts. Praise in sorrow! we say, — 
impossible ! and there we remain. Does it not 
occur to us, that there may possibly be some- 
thing wrong with our spiritual state if our griefs 
remove from us our harmony with Him? 
These are mysteries, it is true ; and unfathom- 
able ones, if we use only our natural opinions 
as their sounding-line. But if we look at this 
*»v*»nbg walk in another light, and try to see 
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Christ's sorrow as God saw it, we find an 
intense comfort in these simple words. They 
point to the Psalmody of David, as an inspired 
line of comfort reaching out over a space of 
one thousand years, not dead, but living still, 
and taken up by Jesus Himself on that dark 
night of His coming sorrow, to be lived out for 
us anew. Though another space has since been 
bridged of nearly two thousand years, by those 
precious words still existent, can we not share 
them anew with Him in our Gethsemanes, and 
find them anointed with the Spirit's light? 
The Saviour consecrated them afresh, and went 
away leaving them as His two-fold legacy. We 
may use them as a sacrament blessed by the 
Sufferer's hand. 

We are told that it was customary amongst 
the worshippers at the Temple, on the night 
preceding the night of the Passover Feast, to 
chant together the 113th and five following 
Psalms. If these composed " the Hymn " used 
by the Lord before His crucifixion, we find in 
it a beautiful blending of the major and minor 
keys. There are depths of sorrow and heights 
of joy. There are the swamps and morasses of 
fear, and the firm foot of faith planted on the 
rock. There are the steep hills and green 
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valleys. And all through these Psalms of 
"degrees," there is ever the sound of an 
advancing step. The **Hymn'* commences 
with — 

•• Praise ye the Lord I " 

and ends with the reason for our praise, 

•* For His mercy endureth forever ! " 

However our hearts may ache in reading 
these words, there is surely no reason why 
we should not petition the Lord for this 
under-current of peace. If we cannot praise, 
let us ask Him to create in us the deep-flow- 
ing spirit of thanksgiving. He loves the 
" incense." Shall we refuse it to Him ? Some- 
times, when the heart seems crushed by sorrow, 
or overborne by care, nothing gives relief like 
a sweet hymn. It brings consolation with it ; 
and the very attempt at praise often brings 
the praise. 

If there had been one night in His thirty- 
three years on earth, that we might have 
excepted from the power of song, was it not the 
evening of that last visit to Gethsemane ? The 
Heavenly Example shines out for us here. Let 
us ask that more of the spirit of thanksgiving 
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and praise may be poured into our lives by 
Him who grasped Earth's vial of grief and 
drank it for us I Now, let that same One 
inspire us with His own praise, that it may 
redound eternally to His own glory ! 
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THIRTY-FIRST E VENING. 

NO MORE NIGHT ! 

"There shall be no night there ! "—Rev. xxii. 5. 

" A telescope He gave into our hands, 
The wondrous glass of His Apocalypse, 
To scan the far horizon and the stars. 
And catch the light while yet upon its way. 
Of that Bright Morning Star for which we watch — 
Now seeming but a point on Heaven's high shore, 
Soon to stand out alone, the central Sun 
Resplendent in His vast sea of shadeless light ! " 

The evenings of this passing life come and go ! 
but there is a Day coming that "knows no night." 
To this Day we are hastening ! we are getting 
nearer and nearer to the fulness of Light Is 
that Light filling us daily more and more? 
Are our hearts irradiated by the purity of His 
brightness? and our lives beautified in His 
holiness ? The shadows cannot long continue 
now. Every surrounding event tells us of the 
Coming Morn. But we must have our lamps 
burning. We must be looking for our King, 
epare ye the way of the Lord ! " Every 
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month of our spiritual life should see the 
removal of spiritual hindrances, and a true 
progress in our path. Storms, foes, shadows, 
toils, distresses, griefs, sins and fears, cares and 
tears, all — all are nearing the vanishing point. 
" The Lord is at hand ! " Oh I let us make 
earth's solitary way the beginning of heaven's 
holy street ! (Rev. xxu 21,) 
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''AND SO HE BRING ETH THEM TO THE 
HAVEN WHERE THEY WOULD BEr 

Yes, billow after billow — sec they come. 

Faster and rougher as the little boat 

Nears evermore the haven. — Oftentimes 

It seems to sink and fall adown the wave, 

As if borne backwards by the struggling tide ; 

Yet mounting billow after billow, wave 

On wave o'er-riding, tempest-toss'd and shatter'd, 

Still, stiU it nears the haven evermore. 

' ' Poor mariner, art thou not sadly weary ? " 

Dear brother, rest is sweeter after toil. 

" Grows not thine eye confused and dim with sight 

Of nothing but the wintry waters?" True, 

But then my pole-star, constant and serene, 

Above the changing waters changes not 

" But what if clouds as often veil the sky? " 

Oh, then an unseen hand hath ever ta'en 

The rudder from my feeble hands the while. 

And I cling to it. — " Answer me once more ; 

Mariner, what think'st thou when the waters bear 

Thy frail boat backward from the Iong*d-for harbour ? " 

Oh ! brother, though innumerable waves 

Still seem to rise betwixt me and my home — 

Still billow after billow, wave on wave, 

I know that they are number'd ; not one less 

Should bear me homeward, if I had my will : 

For One who knows what tempests are to weather. 

O'er whom there broke the wildest billows once, 

He bids these waters swell. In His good time. 
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The last rough wave shall bear me on its bosom 
Into the haven of eternal peace. 
No billows after 1 They are number'd» brother. 
" Oh ! gentle mariner ! steer on, steer on ; 
My tears still flow for thee, but they are tears 
In which faith strives with grief and overcomes." 

Rev. E. H. Bickersteth. 



THE END. 



PRINTKU BY BALLANTYNB, HANSON AND CO. 
KDINBURGH AND LONDON 



WORKS BY THE SAME AUTHOR. 



Just published. Crown 8vo, 5s. cloth, 
A MAIDEN'S WORK 

I61D0, Is. cloth, 
SUNRISE GLEAMS; 

A Series of Daily Readings for a Month. 

" Supplies striking and valuable readings for everr day in the 
month. They are exceedingly beautifUl and rich in the treasures 
of heart-experience." — Hand and Heart, 

Crown 8yo, 5s. cloth, 
TOUCHES OF REAL LIFE. 

"This beautiful book breathes from first to last the spirit of 
Christlike sympathy with the degraded and the neglected."— 
ChrUtian. 

Fcap. 4to, 3s. 6d. cloth, 

SUNNY FOOTSTEPS; 

Or, When I was a Child. 

Small crown 8vo, 8s. 6d. cloth, 

LINES OF LIGHT ON A DARK 

BACKGROUND. 

** The present book is cheerful, encouragingi and stimulating." 
— Nonco^ormitt. 

« 

Small crown 8yo, Ss. 6d. cloth, 
OUR COFFEE.ROOM. 

With a Preface hy Lieut.-Oen. Sir Abthur CoTToy, 

R.u., K.CS.I. 
"Will be read with interest of no ordinary kind."— Aoclr. 

Small crown 8vo, Ss. 6d. cloth, 
MORE ABOUT OUR COFFEE-ROOM. 

** This volume is eren more interesting than the luit.**^B»fflUh 
Independent, 

LONDON: NISBET A CO.. 81 BERNERS STREET, W. 



JAMES NISBET & CO.'S 
NEW BOOKS. 



Crown 8vo, oloth, 6s. 
SWISS LETTERS. 
By .the late Franoss Ridlet Haybboal. 



Crown 8tO) cloth, iUustratad, Ss. 

THE GIANT OP THE NORTH ; 
Or, PokiagB Bound the Pole. 

By R. M. Ballantthb, Author of " The Lonely Island/ 

«* Post Haste/' lie. 



Crown 8to^ cloth, illustrated, 8a. 6d. 

MT DOGGIE AND I. 

By the Same. 

Crown 870, oloth, 5s. 
HOSANNAS OF THE CHILDREN. 

By the Rev. J. R. Macdutp, D.D., Author of ** In Christo/' 

'* Pahns of Elim/' du:. Ac. 
Vo.8. 



Demy 8vo, 128. 6 d. 
TREASURES OF THE TALMUD. 

!By P. L HsBaHON, with a Preface by the Rey. Canon 
Spbnci^ D.D., Vicar of St Fancras. 

Crown 8yo, oloth, illustrated, Be. 6d. 

BIBLE IMAGES. 

By the Rev. James Wei^ls, M.A., Author of " Bible Eohoes," Ao, 

Crown Syo, cloth, illustrated, 6s. 
PALESTINE EXPLORED. 

By the Rev. Jambs Nxil, Author of "Palestine Re-peopled," 
" Rays from the Realms of Nature," Ac. 

16m0k limp doth, Is. ; hoards, Is. 6d. 

STRONQ AND FREE. 

A Book for Toung Men. 

By the Rey. Oboboc EyuuRD, M. A, Author of "Day by Day," 
Ac. With a Recommendatory Letter from the Right Honour- 
able the Earl of Shaftesbury. 

Grown 8yo, doth, illustrated, 6s. 

DEWDROPS AND DIAMONDS 

By Mrs. Marshall. Author of '* Cathedral Cities," Ac. 

Crown 8yo, cloth, with illustrations, 8b. 8d. 

THE LETTER OP CREDIT. 

By Miss Warmcr. 

(New Tolume of the " Golden Ladder " Series.) 

Crown 8yo, cloth, te. 
SERMONS. 
"'ST. J. Oswald Dtkxs^ D.D., Author of "Abraham," Ac. 



Crown 8vo, cloth, illustrated, fs. 

DORRINCOURT. 

A Tale for Boys. By B. Hblduakn. 

Crown 8yO| cloth, illustrated, 3s. 6d. 

BOXALL SCHOOL. 

By the same. 

' Crown 8vo, cloth, 8s. 6d. 

LIVING TRUTHS FOR HEAD AND HEART. 

By the Bct. Canon Bell, D.D., Author of Songs in 
the Twilight," &c. 

Small crown 870, Ss. Od. 
VEDIC RELIGION. 

By the Rev. K. S. Maodgnald, Missionary of the Free Church of 

Scotland, Calcutta. 

Crown 8to, cloth, illustrated, Ss. 6d. 

A SUMMER IN THE LIFE OF TWO LITTLE 

CHILDREN. 

By Mrs. Howard. 

Pott'4to, cloth, 3s. 6d. 
THE SONG OF SOLOMON IN BLANK VERSE. 

By the Rev. Canon Clarke, D.D., with an Introduction 
by the Rev. Dr. Bonar. 

Crown 870, cloth, with steel pottrait, 5s. 
A BRIGHT LIFE. 

By Mrs. Mackenzie. 

I 



lOmOi dotb, Ifl. 6d. 

WATERS OF QUIETNESS. 

By Miss MAO&noHiK. 

Crown 8to, doth, ffs. 

A MAIDEN'S WORK. 

By Lady Hops, Author of ** Oar Coffee Boom,** Ao. 

16mo, doth, Is. 

SUNSET RAYS. 

A Compftnion Volume to " Suniise Gleams. " 

By the same. 

Small crown 8vo, illostrated. Is. 6d. 

HELEN HERVEY S CHANGE ; 

or, Out of Darkness into Light. 

By Mabia English. 
("Home and School Series.") 

Binall crown 8yo, cloth. Each Is. 

THOUGHTS. 

By Mrs. Wiglxt. 

THOUGHTS FOR MOTHERS. 

THOUGHTS FOR CHILDREN. 

THOUGHTS FOR TOUNG WOMEN IN BUSINESS 

THOUGHTS FOR SERVANTS. 

THOUGHTS FOB TEACHERS. 

Small crown 8vo, Is. 

THE MOUNTAIN MILL. 

By H. C. CoAn. 

(Entertaining Library for Toung People. 



Small crown 8vo, Is. 

FAN'S BROTHER. 

By Bbatrics Marshall. 

(Entertainixig Library for Toung People.) 

Small crown 8yo, Is. ' 
THE MAITLANDS' MONEY-BOX. 

By Lady Dumbotns. 
(Entertaining Library for Toung People.) 

Small crown 8vo, Is. Od. 

THE CORONATION STONE AND ENGLAND'S 

INTEREST IN IT. 
By Mrs. O. A. Rogers, Author of " The Shepherd King." 

Cloth, Is. 

STARLIGHT THROUGH THE CLOUDS. 

By the late Frances Ridley Haysroal. 

16mo, 6d. sewed ; doth, 9d. 

HURRAH ! 

A Bible Talk with Soldiers. 

By S. O. Prout, Author of " NoYer Say Die," Sie. 

Pott 4to, cloth, 78. 6d. 

THE PARADOX OF LIFE. 

A Poem. 

By James Stxybibom Blackwood, D.D., LL.D., late Ylcar of 
Middleton Tyas, Torkshire.| 



G 



16mo, cloth. Is. 

THE HOLY SrrPPEIL 

Bhort Chapters for Toung Communicants. 
.By the Bev. W. Ksnmsdy Moorb, D.D. 

Small crown 8to, Is. 6d. 
ARKITE WORSHIP, V 
By the Rev. R. Baloabni£. 

l6mo, 1& 6d. 

FOLLOW THE LEADER. 

By the Rev. Gbrard Everard, M.A. 

Small crown 8vo, Ss< 6d< 

HYMNS FOR TflE CHURCH AND CHAMBER. 

By the Bev^ Canon Bell, D.D. 

Orown 8vo, 7s. 6d. 
COUNSELS AD THOI^GHTS FOR BELIEVERS. 

By Thomab Moor. 

Small crotm 8vo, cloth* 28. 
GLEAMS FROM THE SICK CHAMBER. 
• By the Author of " Morning and Night Watches." 
Arranged in Daily Readings for a Month. 

Crown 8to, cloth, is. 6d. 

THE GOSPEL OF GOD AN INTRODUCTION TO 

THE MESSAGE OF CHRISTIANITY. 

By the Rev. J. P. Lillet, M.A. 



Boyal S2mo, 8d. 
A PITCHER BROKEN AT THE FOUNTAIN. 

By Mrs. Simpson, Author of "Beautiful upon the Mountains/' Ag. 

Crown 8vo, cloth » Is. 6d. 

HINDU WOMEN, 

With Glimpses into their Life and Zenanas. 

By H. Ll , Editorial Secretary of the Church of England 

Zenana Missionary Society. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

THE MANIFESTO OF THE KING. 

Comprising « The Beatitudes of the Kingdom," '* The Laws of the 
Kingdom/' and " The Belation of the Kingdom to the Laws." 

By the Rev. J. Oswald Dtkbs, D.D., Author of '* Prayers for the 

Household." 

Royal 16mo, Is. 6d. 
GOSPEL PARABLES. 

Comprising " The Man on the Top of the Ark," *< Look and Live," 
'* About a Man Running," and " Hannah's Pet Lamb." 

By the Rev. A. M. Stminoton, D.D. 

Fcap. Svo, cloth, Ss. 

DAY BY DAY; 

or, Counsels to Christians on the Details of Every-Day Life. 

By the Rev. Georqe Everard, M.A. 

* 

18mo, cloth, Is. 

NOT YOUR OWN ; 

or, Counsels to Young Christians. 
By the same. 
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18mo, •lotb, Is. 

MY SPECTACLES : 

And What I Saw with them. 

Uniform with Not Your Own.** 

By th« same. 

18mo, oloth, l8. 

LITTLE FOXES: 
And How to Catch them. , 
By the same. 

l8mo, clotb, li« 

BENEATH THE CROSS : 

CiounaelB, Meditations, and Prayers for Ck>mmanieants. 

By the same. 

18mo, clotb. Is, 
SAFE AND HAPPY. 
.Words of Help and Encouragement to Toung Women. 
With Prayers for Daily Use. 
By the same. 

Small 4to, 2a. 6d. 

EDIE'S LETTER ; 

or. Talks with the Little Folks. 

By the same. 

18mo, clotb. Is. 

THE HOME OF BETHANY ; 

or, Christ Revealed as the Preacher and Comforter of His People. 

By the same. 



:Cloth, 2s. 6d. 
BEFORE HIS FOOTSTOOL. 

Family Frayera for On« Mouth 
By the same. 

Fcap. 8vo^ cloth, ts. 6d. . 
STEPS ACROSS ; 

or, Ouidanoe and Help to the Anxious and Doubtful. 

A companion volume to "Day by Day." 

By the same. 

Fcap. 870, dothi Ss. 

HOME SUNDAYS ; 

or/ Help and Consolation from the Sanctuary. 
;By the same. 

'Qoth, Is. 6d. ' 

THE WRONG TRAIN ; 

or, Common Mistakes in Religion. 
By the same. 

64 pp., tinted cover, 4d. 

THE HOLY TABLE. 

A Guide to the Lord's- Supper. 
By the same. 

18roo, cloth, Is. 6d. * 

7I0NWARD. 

Help on fcoe Way to the Better Land. 

Uniform with " Not your Own." 

By the same. 

Small crown 8vo, picture boards, Is. 6d. ; cloth, 28. 6d. 
THE COLLECTED WORKS OF ENSIGN SOPHT, 

Late of the Volunteers, illustrated by Himself. 
Edited by B. M. Ballanttnr. 
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Crown 8vo, cloth, 68. 
THlf NATURAL ELEMENTS OF REVEALED 

THEOLOGY ; 

Being the Baird Lecture for 1881. 

By the Rev. Gkobge Matheson, D.D., of Innellan. 

Small crown 8vo, Is. 6d. 
HINTS TO HOSPITAL AND SICK BOOM 

VISITORS. 
By Mrs. Colin O. Campbell. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 4s. 6d. 

A WISE DISCRIMINATION THE CHURCH'S 

NEED. 

By T. U. Dudley, D.D., Assistant Bishop of the Diocese of 
Kentucky. The Boblen Lecture, 1881. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 28. 6d. 

WORK AND PRATER 

The Story of Nehemiah. 

By the Rev. A. M. Stxinotov, D.D. 

16mo, cloth, Is. 

REST UNTO YOUR SOULS. 

By the Rev. Ebnfst Bots, Author of " The Sure Foundation/' &e. 

16mo, cloth, Is. 

TIRED CHRISTIANS. 

By the Author of ** Melody of the Twenty-third Psalm," Ac. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

WHAT AILETH THEE ? 

By the Author of *' Melody of the Twenty-third Psalm," 
"The Other Shore," &c. 
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